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xx ſhepherds and the nymphs were ſeen 
Pleading before the Cyprian Queen. 

The counſel for the fair began, 

\ccuſing the falſe creature man. 

The brief with weighty crimes was charg'd, 

Dn which the pleader much enlarg'd; 

That Cupid now has loſt his art, 

Or blunts the point of every dart 

is altar now no longer ſmokes, 

is mother's aid no youth invokes : 

This tempts freethinkers to refine, 

And bring in doubt their powers divine; 

ow love is dwindled to intrigue, 

Ind marriage grown a money- league. 

hich crimes aforeſaid (with her leave) 

ere (as he humbly did conceive) | 

\zainſt our ſov'reign lady's peace, 

Againſt the ſtatute in that caſe, 

gainſt her dignity and crown : 

hen pray'd an anfwer, and fat down. 
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4 6. 
The #ymphs with ſeorn beheld their foes: 
When the defendant's counſel roſe, | 
And, what no lawyer ever lack'd, 
With impudence own'd all the fact; 
But, what the gentleſt heart would vex, 
Laid all the fault on t'ether ſex, 
That modern love is no ſuch thing, 
As what thoſe antient poets ſling; 
A fire celeſtial, chaſte, refin'd, 
Conceiv'd and kindled in the mind; 
Which having found air equal flanie, 
Unites, and both became the ſame, 
In different breaſts together burn, 
Together both to aſhes. turm. 
But women now feel no ſuch fire, 
And only know the grafs deſire. 
Their paſſions move in lower ſpheres, 
Where'er caprice or folly ſteers. : 
A dog, a parrot, or an ape, 
Or ſome worſe brute in human thape, 
Ingroſs the fancies of the fair, 
The few ſoft moments they can ſpare, 
From viſits to receive and pay; 
From ſcandal, palities, and play; 
From fanes, aud flounces, and broeades, 
From equipage and park-parades, 
From all the thouſand female toys, 
From every trifle that employs 
The out or inſide of their heads, 
Between, their tailets and their beds, 


In a dull ſtream, which moving flow, 
You hardly ſee the current flow; 
If a ſmall breeze obſtructs the courſe, 
It whirls about for want of force, 
And in its narrow circle gathers 
Nothing but chaff, and ſtraws, and feathers : 
The current of a female mind 
Stops thus, and turns with every wind ; 
Thus whirling round together draws 
Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and ſtraws. 
Hence we conclude, no womens hearts 
Are won by virtue, wit, and parts; 
Nor are the men of ſenſe to blame, 
For breaſts incapable of flame: 
The fault muſt on the nymphs be plac'd, 
Grown ſo corrupted in their taſte. 
The pleader, having ſpoke his beſt, 
Had witneſs ready to atteſt, 
Vho fairly could on oath depoſe, 
hen queſtions on the fact aroſe, 
hat every article was true; 
or further thoſe deponents knew 
herefore he humbly would inſiſt, 
he bill might be with coſts diſmiſs'd. 
The cauſe appear'd of fo much weight, 
hat Venus, from her judgment-ſeat, 
Deſir'd them not to talk fo loud, 
Elſe ſhe muſt interpoſe a cloud: 
For if the heavenly folk ſhould know 
Theſe pleadings in the courts below, 
A 3 
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She ne'er could ſhew her face above; 


For gods, their betters, are too wiſe 


To value that which men deſpiſe. 
And then, ſaid ſhe, my fon and I 
Muſt ſtroll in air, twixt earth and (ky ; 
Or elſe, ſhut out from heaven and earth, 
Fly to the ſea, my place of birth; | 
There live with daggled mermaids pent, 
And keep on fiſh: perpetual: /ent.. 

But, ſince the cafe appear d fo nice, 
She thought it beſt to take advice. 


The muſes, by their king's permiſſion, 
: Tho? foes to love, attend the ſeſſion, 


And on the right band took their places. 
In order; on the left, the graces: 


To whom ſhe might her doubts propoſe 


On all emergencies that roſe. 

The mnſes oft were ſeem to froum; 
The graces half-aſham'd look down; 
And *twas obſerv'd; there were but few 
Of either ſex among the erew, 


Whom ſhe or her aſſeſſors knew. 


The goddeſs ſoow began to ſee, 
Things were not ripe for a decree; 
And ſaid, ſhe muſt conſult her books, 
The lovers' Fletas, Bractons, Cokes. 
Firſt to a dapper clerk ſhe beckonꝰ d. 


To turn to Ovid, book the ſecond; 


CADENUS vr. * 
That mortals here diſdain to love, 


| AND VANESSA. 210. 
she then referr'd them to a place 

In Virgil (vide Dido's caſe :} 

As for Tibullus's reports * — 
They never paſs'd for law in eonrts: 
For Cowley's bricfs, and pleas of Waller, 
Still their authority was fmaller. 

There was on both fides much to fay : 
She'd hear the cauſe another day; 
And ſo ſhe did, and then a third; 

She heard it—there ſhe: kept her word: 

But with rejoinders and replies, | 

Long bills, and anſwers ſtuff d with lies, 

Demur, imparlance, and eſſoign, | 

The parties ne'er could iffae join: 

For ſixteen years the eauſe was ſpan, 

And then ſtood where it firſt begun. 
Now, gentle Clio, ſing or fay, 

What Venus meant by this delay. 

The goddeſs, much perplex'd in mind 

To ſee her empire thus deelin'd, © 

When firſt this grand debate aroſe, 

Above her wiſdom to compoſe, 

Conceiv'd a project in her Read 

To work her ends; which, if it ſped, 

Would ſhew the merits of the cauſe 

Far better than conſulting laws. 

In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produc'd on earth & wond*rous maid, 

On whom the queen of love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 
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She threw her law-books on the ſhelf, | A v: 
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| j And thus debated with herſelf. | 0. The 
| / Since men alledge, they ne'er can find 3 
| | | Thoſe beauties in a female mind, And 
A Which raiſe a flame that will endure | The 

| fl For ever uncorrupt and pure | he 
| | If 'tis with reaſon they complain, The 
| | This inſtant ſhall reſtore my reign, Fact 
| 1 I'll ſearch where every virtue dwells, Tha 
3; From courts incluſive down to cells; ME Whi 
EE What preachers talk, or ſages write: ; And 
| jt Theſe I will gather and unite, | &« By 
z And repreſent them to mankind « I, 
3 Collected in that infant's mind. «K H. 
h This faid, ſhe plucks in heaven's high bowers, B 
| ? A ſprig of amaranthine flowers, | Wwe 
f i In nectar thrice infuſes bays, ' Dray 
I: Three times refin'd in Titan's rays;. And 
i Then calls the graces to her aid, Dear 
C And ſprinkles thrice the new-born maid :. To ſe 
| From whence the tender {kin aſſumes A bo 
1 A ſweetneſs above all perſumes: | So lil 
1 From whence a cleanlineſs remains, y be 
Incapable of outward ſtains: | vou'c 

From whence that decency of mind, | | But it 
So lovely in the female kind ; So ho 
Where not one careleſs thought intrudes, | I hav, 
Leſs modeſt than the ſpeech of prudes; And 
Where never bluſh was call'd in aid, | v 


That ſpurious virtue in a maid, | The « 


AND VANESSA. ne 
A virtue but at ſceond-hand ; 
They bluſh, becauſe they underftand. 
The graces next would act their part, 
And ſhew'd but little of their art; x 
Their work was half already done, 
The child with native beauty ſhone; 
The outward form no help requir d: 
Each breathing on her thrice, inſpir' d 
That gentle, ſoft, engaging air, 
Which in old times adorn'd the fair: 
And faid, ©* Vaneſſa be the name | 
& By which thou ſhalt be known to fame; 
% Vaneſſa, by the gods inrollt'd: | 
« Her name on earth—fhall not be told.“ 
But ſtill the work was not complete; 
When Venus thought on a deceit, | 
Drawn by her doves, away the flies, 
And finds out Pallas in the flies: 
Dear Pallas, I have been this morm - 
To ſee a lovely infant born; 
A boy in yonder iſle below, 
So like my own without his bow, 
By beauty could your heart be won, 
You'd ſwear it is Apolto's fon : 
But it ſhall ncer be faid, a child 
So hopeful has by me been ſpoiF'd ; 
I have enough beſides to ſpare, | 
And give him wholly to your care. 
Wiſdom's abore ſuſpecting wiles: 
The queen of learning gravely ſmilcs, 
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Down from Olympus comes with joy, 
Miſtakes Vaneſſa for a boy; 

Then ſows within her tender mind 
Seeds long unknown to womankind; 
For manly boſoms chiefly fit, 


The ſeeds of knowledge, judgment, wit. 


Her ſoul was ſuddenly endu'd - 
With juſtice, truth, and fortitude; 
With honour, which no breath can ſtain, 
Which malice muſt attack in vain ; 
With open heart and bounteous hand. 
But Pallas here was at a ſtand; 
She knew in our degen'rate days. 
Bare virtue could not live on praiſe j— 
That meat muſt be with money bought: 
She therefore, upon ſecond thought, 
Infus'd, yet as it were by ſtealth, 
Some ſmall regard for ſtate and wealth; 
Of which, as ſhe grew up, there ſtaid 
A tincture in the prudent maid : 
She manag'd her eſtate with care, 
Yet lik'd three footmen to her chair. 
But, leſt he ſhould neglect his ſtudies 
Like a young heir, the thrifty goddeſs 
(For fear young maſter ſhould be ſpoil'd) 
Would uſe him like a younger child; 
And, after long computing, found 


Twould come to juſt five thouſand pound, 
The queen of love was pleas'd, and proud, 


To ſee Vaneſſa thus endow'd: 


She de 
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vaneſ 
Miſs ! 
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* "Ih 
Thus 
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And | 
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She doubted not but ſuch a dame 
Thro' ev'ry breaſt would dart a. flame; 
That every rich and lordly ſwain 


With pride would drag about her chain; 


That ſcholars would forſake their books 
To ſtudy bright Vaneſſa's looks; 
As ſhe advanc'd, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind, 
And all their conduct would be try d 
By her, as an unerring guide:z 
Offending daughters oft would hear 
Vaneſſa's praiſe rung in their ear: 
Miſs Betty, when ſhe does a fault, 
Lets fall her knife, or ſpills the ſalt, 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
<« Tis what Vaneſſa neyer did. 
Thus by the nymphs and ſwains ador'd, 
My power ſhall be again reſtor d, 
And happy lovers bleſs my reign——— 
So Venus hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 

For when in time the martial maid 
Found out the trick that Venus play'd, 


She ſhakes her helm, ſhe knits her brows, 


And fir'd with indignation vows, 
To-morrow, ere the ſetting ſun, ' 
She'd all undo that ſhe had done. 
But in the poets we may find, 

A wholeſome law, time out of mind, 
Had been confirm'd by fate's decree, 
That gods, of whatſoe er degree, 
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Reſume not what themſelves have given, 

Or any brother-god in heaven; 

Which keeps the peace among the gods, 

Or they muſt always be at odds: 

And Pallas, if ſhe broke the laws, 

Muſt yield her foe the ſtronger cauſe ; 

A ſhame to one ſo much ador'd 

For wiſdom at Jove's council-board. 

Beſides, ſhe fear'd the queen of love 

Would meet with better friends above. 

And tho* ſhe muſt with grief reflect, 

To ſee a mortal virgin deck'd 

With graces hitherto unknown 

To female breaſts, except her own; 

Yet ſhe would act as beſt became 

A goddeſs of unſpotted fame. 

She knew, by augury divine, 

Venus would fail in her deſign: 

She ſtudy'd well the point, and found 

Her foe's concluſions were not ſound, 

From premiſſes erroneous brought, 

And therefore the deduction's nought, 

And muſt have contrary effects, | 
To what her treach'rous foe expects. 

In proper ſeaſon Pallas meets 
The queen of love, whom thus the greets; 
(For gods, we are by Homer told, 
Can in celeſttal language feold.} 
Perfidious goddeſs! hut in vain | 
You form'd this project in your brain, 
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A project for thy talents fi-, 
ith much deceit and little „K. 
Thou haſt, as thou ſhalt quickly * ; 
Deceiv'd thyſelf, inſtoad of me: 
or how can heav'nly wiſdom prove 
an inſtrument to earthly love? : 
now'ſt thou not yet, that men commence 
Thy votaries for want of ſenſe? a TT ages 
or ſhall Vaneſſa be the theme 
To manage thy abortive ſcheme +. | 
She'll prove the greateſt of thy foes; N 
And yet I ſcorn to interpoſe, 
But uſing neither ſkill nor force, 
cave all things to their natꝰ ral courſe. 
The goddeſs thus pronounc'd her doom 
hen lo! Vaneſſa in her bloom 8 
Ldvanc'd, like Atalanta's ſtay, 
But rarely ſeen, and ſeen from far: | 
n a new world with caution ſtept, e 3 
atch'd all the company ſhe kept, 
ell knowing, from the books ſhe read, E 
Vhat dang'rous paths young virgins treadt e 
Vould ſeldom at the park appear, 1 
or ſaw the play-houſe twice a year; 
Let, not incurious, was inelin d 
To know the converſe of mankind. 
Firſt iſſu'd from perfumer's pe 


\ croud of faſhionable fo ss: F ep 
They aſk'd her, how ſhe lik'd the play? ) off 
Chen told the tattle of the dj 
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A duel fought laſt night at twWo / Pie n: 
About a lady - you know-whog+ ; 4 1 Wcpla 
Mention'd a new Italian, omnme hen 
Either from Muſcovy or Rome; ä | f for, 

Gave hints of who and who's together hro' 
Then fell to talking of the weather nd g 
Laſt night was ſo extremely fine, - + 1 vair 
The ladies walk'd till after nine, 1 oo | all f 
Then in ſoft voice and ſpeeeh abſurd, f | wir j 
With nonſenſe ev'ry ſecond word, Tha 
With fuſtian from exploded plays, hen t. 
They celebrate her beauty's praiſe; - s whc 
Run o'er their cant of ſtupid lies, je ma 
And tell the murdets uf her eyes. it non 
With filent ſcorn Vaneſſa ſaa t,, A pa 
Scarce lining to their idle chat; a om rc 
Further than ſometimesdy'a frown, me ea 
When they grew pert, to pull them dow. ſee t 
At laſt ſhe ſpitefully was ben nnn eir el 
To try their wiſdom's full extent: Pe lot 
And ſaid, ſhe vali'd nothing lefs © 4! t entra 
Than titles, - figure; ſhape; and dreſs: Nie roo! 
That merit ſhould berchiefly-phag + PP neſſa! 
In judgment, knowledge, wit, des 4 ; . Whilt 
And theſe, ſhe offer d todifpute, + ey cal. 
Alone diſtinguiſh'd man from brute Jin fell 
That preſent times nne F135 $0100 Wſcourſi: 
To virtue, in thè noble ſenſe e ribboi 
By Greeks and Remus walerftoolp: i 0152 1og Pew'd p; 
13/5, fd gray 
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AND VANESSA. 350. 
ie nam'd the antient heroes round. 
Ru plain'd for what they were renown'd; 

hen ſpoke with cenſure or applauſe, 
f foreign cuſtoms, rites, and laws; 
hro' nature and thro' art ſhe rang'd; | 
nd gracefully her ſubject chang de 
vain: her hearers had no ſnare n 
all ſhe ſpoke, except to ſtare. ('-} |, i I 


xcir judgment was upon the whole 
That lady is the dulleſt ſoul j 4 77 
hen tipt their forehead in a jeeeerrrW)õ 
s who ſhould ſay— She. wants. it here: 
de may be handſome, young, and ric! 
Tr it none will burn her for a wit. 
be £ A party next of glitt ring dames ĩ 
16 5 om round the purlieus of St. James, . 
me early, out of pure good-will;: - ; 
d ſee the girl in diſhabille. Fre AS pry 1 
80 eir clamour, lighting from their be A 
ee ew louder all the way up ſtairs3+. 
1309 entrance loudeſt ; where they found + {1 
2413 5 Fe room with volumes litter'd-round..'- +: ,, = 
A Al neſſa held Montaigne, and redd , | 
; Whilſt Mrs. Suſan comb'd her head. 
ey call'd for tea and chocolate; 
d fell into their uſual chat, 
£41170 Wfcourling, with important face, 


ribbuns, fans, and gloves and lace; 

ew'd patterns juſt from India brought, 

d gravely aſk d her what ſhe thought :. 
B 2 
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Whether the red or green Were beſt, asd of 20 ef 
And what they coſt? Vahèſſagueſs d. 
As came into her fancy hrt; gg bees wit 2/2 
Nam'd half the rates andthik*dithe worſtt 
To ſcandal next What awkward thing 

Was that laſt Sunday in the fing? > 3:40 
Fin ſorry Mopſa breaks fo faſt pit „s 29 ü 

I ſaid her face would never laſ . 


he's 
or w 
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Scarce 
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Corinna, with that youthful air, pi 206% 246 


Is thirty, and a bit to ſpare > *- 

Her fondneſs for a certain ne ö 
Began, when I was but a girl. 
Ehillis, who but à month ago 


Was. marry'd to the Tunbridge beannm 
I ſaw coquetting t' other night 


In public with that odious knight. 
They rally'd next Vaneſſa's dreſs: 


That gown was made for old Queen Beſs. 


Dear Madam, let me ſee your head: 
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Don't you intend to put on red? νh,jE. 
A petticoat without a hoοͥ !:: 2 97931 
Sure, you are not aſnam'd to ſtoop; 4 540! 
With handſome garters Your knees, * FOES: 
No matter what a.fellow ſees. 5 


Fill'd with diſdain, with rage 1nflam a + 
Both of kerſclf and ſex'aſham'd,, = » 


The nymph ſtood ſilent out of ſpight, 
Nor would vouehſafe to ſet them right. 
Away the fair detractors went, 

And gave by turns their cenſures vent. 
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1 he's not fo handſome in Ne,: eV 
Por wit, I wonder, where it dies. . Tant! isdn bird 
zhe's fair and clean, and that's the moſt: 
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17 But why proclaim-her; for a toaſt? Y: ity H1613 211513544 
baby face, no life, uo ars, renn 

chan But what ſhe learn'd aticountry-fairs; - 1 711! 1 

IT carce knows what diff gence isbetweens '/ 1 T 

I 4 Rich Flanders lace and/Colberigens cs 0 t 15 246 7 


ll undertake, my little Naney dr leet cette 
flounces hath a better fane yy 


With all her wit, I would not aſks; + 1 al uns 1d 
7 ler judgment how to buy a maſks; 1 now ng ld 
\ Ve begg'd her but to patgh-ber face, ow 2illidtfs 
ya he never hit one roperiplaces! of b rica. e544 
155 hich ev'ry girl at five gears old: "1 GI WE. 1 
; an do, as ſoon as ſhe is toll. 
oon, that out-of-faſhion-ſtuff f iS: 


ecomes the. cłeuture well enough: 1 12” 
he git] might paſs, if we could get her 


o know the world a little bettet. 0 
a1 | To know the world ! a modern phraſe 180915139 £ 
Por viſits, ombre, balls, and plays. „ 18 


AS Thus, to the world — flames: 5 % 
be queen of beauty loſt her ag. 
oo late with ad, un f 12 

allas had done more harm than ee nat Int ag 
or great examples are but vain, . . 
Vhere ignorance begets difdains n 20 blub 10/7 
oth ſexes, arm'd with guilt and ſpit, nf 
\gainſt van, rmnite: BF zu ag DRA 
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19: 
To copy her few nymphis*ſpiridgad 2 en no 2-7 os 
Her virtues fewer ſwains ad ird: ge Due v 
So ſtars beyond a certain heights vi tt [hoſe 
Give mortals neither heat fer lige. Pin {pi 
Yet ſome of either ſex, e ,j,] ]/jͥ oo hh And ( 
With gifts ſuperior to thevroudþot © ns My tio 
With virtue, knowledgej2tafte}) and wit. The b 
She condeſcended to admitd nn n vai 
With. pleaſing arts ſie could reduee Pointe 
Mens talents to their proper uſe; aden 
And with addreſs each genius held For, p 
To, that wherein it moſttexeell' d; The d; 
Thus making others wiſdem known, r, of 
Could pleaſe them, and improve her o un. n Pl 
A. modeſt youth ſaid mething new Thb, 
She plac'd it in the ſtrongeſt view. Mut nc 
All humble worth ſhe ſtrove to raiſmq̃q̃ And h 
Would not be prais'dj' yet tov'd to praiſe; | i! + o bre 
The learned met with free approach. Vaneſſ 
Altho? they came not in à cf; By Lo: 


Some clergy too ſhe would allo, 


Nor quarrell'd at their awkward bow. 
But this was for Cadenus ſake, - 
A gownman of a diff rent make; 
Whom Pallas, once Vaneſſa's tutor, 
Had fix'd on fer her coadjutor. 

But Cupid, full of miſchief, longs. 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs. 
On Pallas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain. 
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7ows on Vaneſſa's heat ta take 
Due vengeance for her patson's fake 
Thoſe early ſeeds by Venus ſ own 
n ſpite of Pallas, now: were gra- nz 
And Cupid hop'd, they wauld improve 
zy time, and ripen ints loves t 
The boy made uſe of all⸗his cratͤ - wi 
n vain diſcharging many a haft, ; 
Pointed at col'nels, lords, and beaux: 
'adenus warded off-the blo]-ƷãƷðWaD : 
For, placing ſtill ſome book bett,, 
The darts were in the caver fix dl. 
r, often blunted and recoil d 
n Plutarch's morals ſtruck, were ſpoil d. 
The queen of. — h MSc 
But not prevent, the fates deere:nm: 4 
And human caution trias in ain | 
o break ae eee eee 45 N (2th 
aneſſa, tho' by Pallas taugt,, 
By Love in vulnerable thought.... 
Searching in books for wiſdom's aid, 
Was, in the very ſearch, betray . 5 
Cupid, tho' all his darts were loſ t. 
Yet ſtill reſolvꝰd to ſpare no coſt: | ; 
He could not anſwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that ſtubborn dame, 
A nymph ſo hard to be ſubdu'd, 
Who neither was coquette nor prude. | 
I find, ſaid he, ſhe wants a doctor | > 
Both to adore her, and inſtruct heer 
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Among thoſe; venerable Gires, ++ tud obi art 
Cadenus is a ſubject fit, - brofis $i; 4SS7703 £1099 35: 
Grown old in politics and wit, 8:34 45 197 i234 1215 

Careſs'd by miniſters;af-ſtace,; $176 41> 57 ng 38: 


Whatc'er vexations lot attend, 15 1282 2 > LS 
She need nd rivals apprehefnde vat es Hh ann 
Her ſex, with univerſal voice 
Mult laugh at her caprĩcious choĩcſcgeeee. 
Cadenus many e eee | 

Vaneſſa much eſteem d his wit, 0 „ e 
And ald nber erben itt "53531 


Took aim, and ſhot with all W b 
A dart of ſuch prodigious length, "5350 36117 5$ 05.3% t: 


Some lines, more 1067s *-140-OY 07a 1177 


Stuck to the point that-piere'd — 
And, borne directly to che heart.. 5 


Vaneſſa, not in years a ſ core 
Dreams of a gown of forty=four; | 1 1 6 1 ht 


Imaginary charms can find +5» 1498 0 p06) 2h 


Cadenus now no More appears Marne t. cinen 


Vil give her what ſhe maſt admires „idm nen 


Of half mankind the dread and hate: ADW tines A 


Mean time the boy in ſecret lurk sss, 
And, while the book was in her hand. 
The urchin from his private ſtan daga 


It pierc'd the feeble volume thro ,, 
And deep transfix daher boſom. too. iki A 


With pains unknown, inereas'd her ſmart. 


In eyes with reading almoſt blindes 


Declin'd in health, advancid in rear 
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dhe fancies muſic inchisttengu ern: 3 
or farther looks, but thinks him yu-¹—e em. 
hat mariner is not afraaaaaaii ll 3 
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T To venture in a ſhip decay d): 4 
135 hat planter will attempt ti ke 


ſapling with a falling da!!: 294 Ip 


29 5 As years increaſe, ſhe brighter ſhin ess? 7% 
123) -adenus with each day decline ss 4 ben 3d? 
5 And he mult fall a Prey to time, HH AS! 195% 
5” While ſhe continues in her prime 
Cadenus, common forms apart... 

In ev'ry ſcene had kept his heart 21s 14 

xl Had ſigh'd and languiſſi d, vowd und- writt , 
0 For paſtime, or to ſhe his ꝗtt: : 2/4 0917 2h A, 
aut time, and books; —— +64 20908 ER 
ad ſpoil'd his faſhiomableairs's; 2s 7 7 
or He now could praiſe, eſteem, appru vc; 
ra” t But underſtood not. what was lovſeee. 
10 His conduct might have made him ſtyl (d 


A father, and the nymph his child. i e „% lh. n 


ENTS hat innocent delight he took n 4204 27402 
28 To ſee the virgin mind ber book, A ö TH Af Aut 
Was but the maſter's ſecret joy 2 4 

4 In ſchool to hear the fineſt boy. WY 1 


Her knowledge with her faney grew; 


P bhe hourly preſs'ꝗ for fomething new: 

eas came into her mind gs | A 
J o faſt, his leſions lagg'd behind; 1 271 4 
„she reaſon'd, without plodding long, 1 > if 
Nor ever gave her judgment wrong. | ahh 
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But now a ſudden change was wrought't-* en nt 
She minds no longer what he _" 2010 100 | 
Cadenus was amaz'd to find LVL 

Such marks of a dictracted mind! ä 

For, tho' ſhe mne 

To all he ſpoke, than eber before, 

He found her eee 

Yet gueſs'd not whenes could ſpring the — 
And firſt he modeſtly conjectures 7 

His pupil might be tird with lectures; 
Which help'd to mortify his pride, 
Yet gave him not the fieart to chide: 
But in a millk&&jeQed ſtrain, 
Said, ſhe ſhould be ne longer teasd / 
Might have her freedom when fhe- HOY 
Was now convine'd; he acted wrong 
To hide her from the world ſo long, 
And in dull ſtudies to engage 

One of her tender ſex and age: 
That ev'ry nymph with envy ound, 


1119 18 
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And ev'ry ſhepherd was undone 
To ſee her cloiſter'd like a nun. 5 

This was a viſionary ſegeme: 

He wak'd, and found it but a dream: 

A project far above his ſkill; 

For nature muſt be nature ſtill. 

If he was bolder than became 

A fcholar to a courtly dame, - 


At laſt he ventur'd to eomplaing RN 
30987 3:16 
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How ſhe might ſhine in the grand mond: 
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She might excuſe, a,man f letters e 
Thus tutors often treat their betters: wes pag: 
And, ſince his talk affeolixc,grews ers: ori cl ok 
He came to take his laſt adieu. 
Vaneſſa, fill'd with juſt diſdai n,, | 
ould ſtill her dignity maintain, ZACKS 24 1446/4) 1 
nſtructed, from her caply;y6ar5# o „ 
0 ſcorn, the art of female tears jog ibn js 
Had he employ'd his time ſo long 
To teach her what was n Act! 
et could ſuch not ions entertaua n,, 
hat all his lectures dee ane 10:1. $0551-5489 1 
he own'd the wand'ring of, her thoughts e ni 108 
But he muſt anſwer, for hen fault 1 /ay 26 liek 34 
he well remember'd, to her cally: % i ir? 
That all his leſſons were not, loſt . A 
Two maxims ſhe could ſtill, produce, en A0 
And ſad experience taught their uſe Irn in htte 4 
That virtue, pleas'd by beingſhowns./ | 14 
nows nothing which it dares not . z to nl 
an make us without, fear diſclaſ. e 
Dur inmoſt ſecrets to ur foes :: Jügtto dc wotT 
hat common forms were, not deſign dead 
Directors to a noble mid. Er 
ow, ſaid the nymph, T1Llet you ſee 1 4 2: C 
y actions with your rules,agree;..c ons 4 pw tt 
That I can vulgar forms deſpiſe, e eee 
\nd have no ſecrets to diſguiſe. . 
knew, by what you ſaid and writ, % 20 EN 
ow dang'rous things were men of wits > Of T61GHDt A 
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You cantion'd me againſt their charms, 
But never gave me equal arms; 
Your leſſons found the weakeſt part; 


Cadenus felt within him riſe 
Shame, diſappointment, guilt, ſurpriſe, 
He knew not how to Tecontile* | 
Such language with her uſual ſtyle : : 
And yet her words were fo expreſt, 

He could not hope ſhe ſpoke in jeſt. 

His thoughts had wholly been confin'd 
To form and cultivate her mind. 

He hardly knew, till he was told, 
Whether the nymph was young or old; 
Had met her in a pnblic place, 
Without diſtinguiſhing her face: 
Much leſs could his declining age 
Vaneſſa's earlieſt thoughts engage; 
And if her youth indiff rence met, 

His perſon muft contempt beget: 

Or, grant her paſſion be ſincere, 

How ſhall his innocence be clear ? 
Appearances were all fo ſtrong, 

The world muſt think him in the wrong; 
Would ſay, he made à treach'rous uſe 
Of wit, to flatter and ſeduce: 

"The town would ſwear he had _— 
By magic ſpells the harmleſs maid: 
And ev'ry beau would have his bes. 
That ſcholars were like other folks; 


Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heart. 
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AND. VANTESS A.“ 650. . 
at, when Platonjaifiights were g π“ẽ,”,Iæ, ts 
e tutor turn'd a mortal lover h e 19 51 127 
tender of the young and fair! hott) et or 
ſhew'd a true paternal ear -H bt A, 
ve thouſand guineas in hes purſ ell! 
e Doctor might hase fancy d worſ nlp} 
Hardly at length he ſilence broke, 
nd faulter'd ev ry word: he ſpoke ;/ Nn dens das 
terpreting her complaiſan ge,, 
Iſt as a man ſans conſegu ens 
e rally'd well, he always knee: 
er manner now was fomething:newy ob 4 
nd what ſhe ſpoke was in an ar 
s ſcrious as a tragie playen. Ham yo wy roar 
It thoſe who aim at ridicule, .- Une en $39 rag $454 
ould fix upon ſome certain lac: + e t 41G 
hich fairly hints they are in/jeſt, 0 
ſe he muſt enter his proteſt: 10 N 
r let a man be ne'er fo wiſe, 
2 may be caught with ſober lies; 
ſcience which he never taught, (16 ; 
d, to be free, was dearly bought; t n 
or, take it in its proper light, 9s 15 
is juſt what coxcombs call a bite. 
But, not to dwell on things minute, 
aneſſa finiſh'd the diſpute, 
ought weighty arguments to prove . 
hat reaſon was her guide in love. ; 
e thought he had himſelf deſcrib'd, 


s doctrines when ſhe firſt imbib'd ; 
Yo, C $ 
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What he had planted, now was grown; 
His virtues the might call her own; 

As he approves, as he diſlikes, . 

Love or contempt her fancy ſtrikes. 
Self-love, in nature rooted faſt, 
Attends us firſt, and leaves us laſt: 
Why ſhe likes him, admire not at her; 


She loves herſelf, and that's the matter. 


How was her tuter want to praiſe 
The geniuſes of antient days! 
(Thoſe authors he ſo oft had nam'd, 


For learning, wit, and wiſdom fam'd;) - 


Was ſtruck with love, eſteem, and awe, 
For perſons whom he never ſaw. 
Suppoſe:Cadenus flourith'd then, 

He muſt adore ſuch god-like:men. 

If one ſhort volume could compriſe 

All that was witty, learn'd, and wiſe, 
How would it be efteem'd and read, 
Altho' the writer long were dead! 

If ſuch an author were alive, 

How all would for his friendſhip ftrive, 
And come in crouds to ſee his face! 
And this ſhe takes to be her caſe. 
Cadenus anſwers:ev'ry-end, 

The book, the author, and the friend; 
The utmoſt her deſires will reach, 

Is but to learn what he can teach: 

His converſe is a ſyſtem fit 
Alone to fill up all her wit; 
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hile ev'ry paſſion of her mind 

him is center d and confinid.. 

Love can with ſpeech inſpire a mute, 
d taught Vaneſſa to diſpute. 

his topic never touch'd before, 

ſplay'd her eloquence the more: 

r knowledge, with ſuch pains acquir'd;. 
this new paſſion grew infpir'd.: 

dro' this ſhe made all objects paſs, 

hich gave a tincture o'er the maſs; 
rivers, tho? they bend and twine, 

Il to the ſea their courſe incline; 

„as philoſophers, who find 

me fav'rite ſyſtem to their mind, 

ev'ry point to make it fit, 

ul force all nature to ſubmit. 
Cadenus, who could ne'er ſuſpeck: 

s leſſons would have ſuch effect, 

be ſo artfully apply'd, 

ſenſibly came on her ſide. 

was an unforeſeen event; 

1ings took a turn he never meant. 

hoe'er excells in what we prize, 

ppears a hero in our eyes: 

ach girl, when pleas'd with what is bi 
ill have the teacher in her thought. 

he nymph in ſober words intreats 

truce with all ſublime conceits: 

or why ſuch raptures, flights, and fancies,.. 
o her who durſt not read romances? . 
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In lofty ſtile to make replies 


But when her tutor will affect 
Devotion, duty, and reſpect, 
He fairly abdicates his throne; 
The government is now her own: 
But tho' her arguments were ſtrong, 
At leaſt could hardly wiſh them wrong. 
Howe'er it came, he could not tell, 
But ſure ſhe never talk'd ſo well. 
His pride began to interpoſe 
Preferr'd before a croud of beaux 
So bright a nymph to come unſought! 
Such wonder by his merit wrought !- 
"Tis merit muſt with her prevail; 
He never knew her judgment fail. 
She noted all ſhe ever read, 
And had a moſt diſcerning head. 

Tis an old maxim in the ſchools, 
That vanity's the food of. fools; 
Yet now and then your men of wit 
Will condeſcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide,. 
He choſe to juſtify, his pride; 
When Miſs delights in her ſpinnet,. 
A fiddler may a fortune get; 
A blockhead, with melodious voice, 
In boarding: ſchools can have his choice: 
And oft the dancing-maſter's art 


' Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 


Which he had taught her to deſpiſe 


learning Fi a 45s alight, 

he pedant gets a miſtreſs by't... 
denus, to his grief and ſhame, . 

ould ſcarce oppoſe Vaneſſa's flame; 
There hot and cold, where ſharp and ſweet, 
all their equipages meet; | 
There pleaſures mix'd with-pains appear, 
Yrrow with joy, and hope with fears 8 
Therein his dignity and age 

prbid Cadenus to engage. 

it friendſhip, in its greateſt height, 
conſtant, rational delight, 

virtue's baſis fix'd at laſt, - 

hen love's allurements long are paſt, 
[hich gently warms, but cannot burn, 

e gladly offers in return; 

is want of paſſion will redeem 

ith gratitude, reſpect, eſteem; 

ith that devotion we beſtow, 

ſhen goddeſſes appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 

aneſſa in exalted ſtrains, 

onſtr'ing the paſſion ſhe had ſhown, -. 
uch to her praiſe, mare to his own. 
ature in him had merit plac'd, 

her a moſt judicious taſte; 

ove, hitherto a tranſient gueſt, : 

e' er held poſſeſſion in his breaſt; . 

d long attending at the gate, 

iſdain'd to enter in ſo late. 
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Love why do we one paſſion call, 
When *'tis a compound of them all? 
He has a forfeiture incurr'd ;. | 
She vows to take him at his word, 
And hopes he will not think it ſtrange, 
If both thould now their ſtations change. 
The nymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor; and the pupil, he: 
Tho' ſhe already can diſcern, 
Her ſcholar is not apt to learn; 
Or wants capacity: to reach 
The ſcience ſlie deſigns to teach: 
Wherein his genius was below 
The ſkill of ev'ry common beau: 
Who, tho' he cannot ſpell, is wiſe... 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 
And will each accidental glance. 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what ſucceſs Vaneſſa met, 
Is.to the world a ſecret yet. 


Whether the nymph, to pleaſe her ſwain, 


Talks in a high romantic ſtrain ; 
Or whethet he at, laſt deſcends 
To act with leſs feraphic ends; 
Or, to compound the buſineſs, whether 
They temper love and books together; 
Muſt never to mankind be told, 
Nor ſhall the conſcipus muſe unfold. 

Meantime the mournful queen of love. 
Led but a weary life above. 
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AND VANESSA. 83o. 3· 
zhe ventures now to leave the ſkies, | 
rown by Vaneſla's conduct wiſe : 

or tho' by one perverſe event 

dallas had croſs'd her firſt intent, 

ho' her deſign was not obtain'd; 

et had ſhe much experience-gain'd, 

And, by the project vainly try'd, 

ould better now the cauſe decide. 

he gave due notice, that both parties, 

oram Regina prox' die Martis, 

hould at their peril, without fail, 

ome and appear, and fave their bail. 

All met; and, filence thrice proclaim'd, 

ne lawyer to each (ide was nam'd.. 

he judge diſcover'd in her face 

Reſentments for her late diſgrace: 

And, full of anger, - ſhame, and grief, 

Directed them to mind their brie - 

or ſpend their time to ſhew their reading 
zhe'd have a ſummary proceeding. 4 n 
She gather'd under every head 

The ſum of what each lawyer ſaid, 

ave her own reaſons laſt, and then. 

decreed the cauſe againſt the men. 

But, in a weighty caſe like this, TY 

To ſhew ſhe did not judge amiſs,  » 21 
Vhich evil tongues might elſe report, ; 
She made a ſpeech in open court; 

herein ſhe grievouſly complains, 

How ſhe was cheated by the ſwains; 
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On whoſe petition {humbly ſhewing 

That women were not worth the wooing,. 
And that, unleſs the ſex would mend, 
The race of lovers ſoon muſt end), 

„ She was at Lord knows what expence 
% To form a nymph of wit and ſenſe, 

A model for her ſex deſign'd, 

% Who never.could one lover find. 

& She ſaw, her favour was miſplac'd ;- 

© The fellows had a wretched taſte ; 


* She needs mult tell them to their face, 


& They.were a ſenſeleſs, ſtupid race; 
& And, were ſhe to begin agen, 

© She'd ſtudy to reform the men, 
Or add ſome grains of folly more 
To women, than they had before, 

«© 'To put them on an equal foot; 


„And this, or nothing elſe, would do't.. 


This might their mutual fancy ſtrike; 
« Since ev'ry being loves its like. 


cc But now, repenting what was done, : 


& She left all bus'neſs to her ſon; 

6 She puts the world in his poſſeſſion, 

And let him uſe.it at diſcretion.” 
The ery' r was arder'd to diſmiſs 

The court, ſo made his laſt © yes / 

The goddeſs would no longer wait; 

But, riſing from her chair of ſtate, 

Left all below at ſix and ſev'n, 


Harneſs'd her doves, and flew to heav'n. 
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ok echo 
AND | 
Pp. H 1 L E M O N. 
Imitated _ his eight Fg o Ovid. 
Written about the year 1708. 


N antient times, as ſtory tells, 

The faints would often leave their cells, 
And ſtroll about, but hide their quality, 
To try good people's hoſpitality. 

It happen'd on a winter-night, 

As authors of the legend write, 

Two brother hermits, ſaints by trade, 
'aking their four in maſquerade, 
Diſguis'd in tatter'd habits, went 

o a ſmall village down in Kent; 
Vhere, in the ſtrollers canting ſtrain, 
"hey begg'd from door to door in vain, 
ry'd ev'ry tone might pity win; 

But not a ſoul would let them in. 
Our wand'ring ſaints in woful ſtate, 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 
Having thro' all the village paſt, 

o a ſmall cottage came at laſt; 


„ v4.4 ET 5 
Where dwek a good old honeſt ye man, 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon; 
Who kindly did theſe faints invite | 
In his poor hut to paſs the night; 

And then the hoſpitable. fire . 

Bid goody Baucis mend the fire; 

While he from out the chimney took 

A flitch of bacon off the hook, 

And freely from the fatteſt ſide 

Cut out large ſlices to be fry d; 

Then ſtepp'd aſide to fetch em drink, 
Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 

And ſaw it fairly twice go round; 

Yet (what is wonderful!) they found, 
*T was till repleniſh'd: to the top, 

As if they had not touch'd a drop. 

The good old couple were amaz'd, 

And often on each other gaz'd; 

For both were frighten'd to the heart, 
And juſt began to cry, —— What ar't! 
Then ſoftly turn'd aſide to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, ſoon. aware on't, 
Told them their calling, and their errant + 
Good folks, you need not be afraid, 
We are but ſaints, the hermits ſaid; 
No hurt ſhall come to you or yours: 
But for that pack of churliſh boors, 
Not fit to live on Chriſtian ground, . 
They and their bouſes ſhall be drown'd ; 
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AND PHEL'EM ON. / 49. 
Whilſt you ſhall ſee your cottage riſe, 
And grow a church before your eyes. 
They ſcarce had ſpoke, when fair and ſoſt 
The roof began to mount aloft; | 
\ loft roſe ev'ry beam and rafter; 
The heavy wall climb'd flowly after. 
The chimney widen'd, and grew-higher, 
gecame a ſteeple with a ſpire. | 
The kettle to the top was hoiſt, 
nd there ſtood faſten'd to a joiſt, 
But with the upſide down, to ſhow 
Its inclination for below: 
n vain; for a ſuperior force 
\ pply'd at bottom ſtops its courſe: 
Doom'd ever in in fuſpenſe to dwell, 

Tis now no kettle; but a bell. 

A wooden jack, -which' had almoſt 
Loſt by diſuſe the art to vonſt, | 
\ ſudden alteration! feels, 

nereas d by new inteſtine mbacks 
And, what exalts the wonder more, 

he number made the mation flow'r.. 
The flier, tho't had leaden feet, of 2: 
Turn'd round fo quick, —— 
But, ſlacken'd by ſome ſecret por, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally, 
Had never left each ather's ſide : | | 
The chimney to a ſteeple grown, e 
The jack would not be deft alanes 
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But, up againſt the ſteeple rear d, 
Became a clock, and ſtill adher' d 
And ſtill its love to houſhold-cares, 
By a ſhrill voice at noon, declares, 
Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
That roaſt-meat which it cannot turn. 
The groaning chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge ſnail, along the wall; 
There ſtuck aloft in public view, 


And, with ſmall change, a pulpit grew. 


The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring ſhow, 
To a leſs noble ſubſtance chang'd, 
Were now but leathern buckets rang'd. 

The ballads paſted on the wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Engliſh Moll, 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin Hood, 
The little children in the wood, 


Now ſeem'd to look abundance better, 


Improv'd in picture, ſize, and letter; 
And, high in order plac'd, deſcribe 
The heraldry of ev'ry tribe. 

A bedſtead of the antique mode, 
Compatt of timber many a load, 
Such as our anceſtors did uſe,  ' 
Was metamorphos'd into pews; 
Which ſtill their antient nature keep, 
By lodging folks diſpos'd to ſleep. 

The cottage by ſuch feats as theſe 
Erown to a church by juſt degrees, 
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AND .PHILEMON. reg. 
e hermits then deſir'd their hoſt 
d aſk for what he fancy'd moſt, 
ailemon, having paus'd awhile, a 
turn'd them thanks · in homely ſtyle; | 
en ſaid, My houſe is grown fo fine, 
-thinks, I till would call it mine; 
old, and fain would live at eaſe; 
ake me the parſon, if you pleaſe. 
He ſpoke, and preſently he feels 
s grazier's coat fall down his heels: 
ſees, yet hardly can believe, 
bout each arm a pudding-ſleeve; 
waiſtcoat to a caſſdck grew, 
d both aſſum'd a ſable hue; 
t, being old, continued juſt | 
threed- bare, and as full of duſt. 
s talk was now of yt hrs and duese 
ſmok'd his pipe, and fead the newsz 
ew how to preach old fermons next, 
mp'd in the preface and the text; 
chriſt'nings well eould act his part, 
d had the ſervice all by heart; 
M'd women might have children faſt, 
d thought whoſe fow had farrow'd lat; 
ainſt diſſenters would repine, 
d ſtood up firm for right divine; 
ind his head 611d with many a fyſtem: 
claſſic authors. he ne'er mifs'd em. 
hus having furbiſh'd up a parſon, - 
e Baucis next they play d their farce on. 
| | D $ 


Inſtead of home- ſpun coifs, were ſeen "On Su 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen ; Je ga 
Her petticoat, transform'd apace, Points 
Became black ſattin flounc'd with lace. lere! 
Plain Goody would no longer down, | ill o1 
Twas Madam, in her grogram gown, o me 
Philemon was in great ſurpriſe, At wh 
And hardly could believe his eyes, low n 
Amaz'd to ſee her look fo prim; drew 1 
And ſhe admir'd as much at him. | o the 


Thus happy in their change of life 
Were ſev'ral years this man and wife; 
When on a day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſcourſing o'er old ſtories paſt, 

They went by chance, amidſt their talk, 

To the church- yard to take a walk; 

When Baucis haſtily cry'd out, 

My dear, I ſee your forehead ſprout ! 

Sprout ! quoth the man; what's this you tell us ? 

I hope you don't believe me jealous : 

But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 

And really yours is budding too 

Nay, now I cannot ſtir my foot; 

It feels as if *twere taking root. 
Deſcription would but tire my muſe; 

In ſhort, they both were turn'd to yes. 

Old Goodman Dobſon of the green 

Remembers, he the trees has ſeen 
He'll talk of them from noon till night, 
And goes with folks to ſhew the ſight; 


AND PHILEMON. 
Mn Sundays, after evening pray'r, 

Je gathers all the pariſh there; 

oints out the place of either yew; 

lere Baucis, there Philemon grew: 

ill once a parſon of our town, 

o mend his barn, cut Baucis down; 
At which 'tis hard to be believ'd 

low much the other tree was griev'd, 
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zrew ſcrabby, dy'd a-top, was ſtunted; | 
o the next parſon ſtubb'd and burnt it. 


Her frolicks, and purſues her tail no more. 


If you be wiſe, then go not far to dine; 
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In Imitation of Virgil's Georgics. 


Written in the year 1712. 
"AREFUL obſervers may foretel the hour 
(By ſure prognoſtics) when to dread a ſhow'r, 
While rain depends, the penſive cat gives o'cr 


Returning home at night, you'll find the ſink 
Strike your offended ſenſe with double ſtink. 


You'll ſpend in coach-hire more than ſave in wine. 

A coming ſhow'r your ſnooting corns preſage, 

Old aches throb, your hollow tooth will rage; 

Saunt'ring in coffee-houſe is Dulman ſeen; 

He damns the climate, and complains of ſpleen. 
Mean while the ſouth, riſing with dabbled wing 

A ſable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 

That ſwill'd more liquor than it could contain, 

And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 

Briſk Suſan whips her linen from the rope, 

While the firſt drizzling ſhow'r is born aſlope: 


\ DESCRIPTION OF A CITY-SHOWER. ag 


(ch is that ſprinkling which ſome careleſs quean 
irts on you from her mop, but not ſo clean: 
u fly, invoke the gods; then turning, ſtop 
o rail; ſhe ſinging, ſtill whirls on her mop. 
ot yet the duſt had ſhunn'd th' unequal ſtrife, 
it, aided by the wind, fought ſtill for life, 
ad wafted with its foe by vi'lent guſt, 
was doubtful which was rain, and which was duſt. 
h! where mult needy poet ſeek for aid, 
hen duſt and rain at once his coat invade? 
ple coat, where duſt cemented by the rain 
rects the nap, and leaves a cloudy ſtain. 

Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down, 5 
hreat'ning with deluge this devoted town. 
o ſhops in crouds the daggled females fly, 
retend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
he templar ſpruce, while ev'ry ſpout's abroach, 
ays till *tis fair, yet ſeems to call a coach. 
he tuek' d- up ſemſtreſs walks with haſty ſtrides, 
chile ſtreams run down her oil'd umbrella's ſides. 
ere various kinds, by various fortunes led, 
ommence acquaintance underneath a ſhade, 
riumphant Tories, and deſponding IWhigs, 
orget their feuds, and join to fave their wigs. 
ox'd in a chair, the beau impatient ſits, 
bile ſpouts run clatt'ring o'er the roof by fits; 
nd ever and anon with frightful din 
he leather ſounds ; he trembles from within. 

d when Troy chairmen bore the wooden ſteed, 

3 Feguant; with Greeks:impatient to be freed, 
Dy 
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42 A DESCRIPTION OF A CITY-SHOWFR, 
(Thoſe bully Greeks, who as the moderns do, 
Inſtead of paying chairmen, run them thro?,) 
Laocoon ſtruck the outſide with his ſpear, 
And each impriſon'd hero quack'd for fear. 
Now from all parts the ſwelling kennels flow, 
And bear their trophies with them as they go: 
Filths of all hues and odours ſeem to tell 
What ftreet they ſail'd from by their fight and ſmtl 
They, as each torrent drives, with rapid force, | 
From Smithfield or St Pulehre's ſhape their courſe, 
And in huge confluence join'd at Snowhill ridge, 
Fall from the conduit prone to Holburn bridge. 
Sweepings from butchers ſtalls, dung, guts and 
blood, | 
Drown'd puppies, ſtinking fprats, all drench'd in 
| mud, | 
Dead cats, and turnip-tops, come tumbling down 
the flood. 
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) DESCRIPTION 


OF" FH 
low, | | | | 
0: CC 
. = | : Written about the year 1712. 
courſe, | V 
dee, ow hardly here and there an hackney-coach © 
e. Appearing, ſhew'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
s and Now Betty from her maſter's bed had flown, © 
| And ſoftly ſtole to diſcompoſe her own': - 
1'd in he ſlipſhod *prentice from his maſter's door 
Had par'd the dirt, and fprinkled round the floor. 

down NOw Moll had whirl'd her mop with dextrous airs, 


Prepar'd to ſcrub the entry and the ſtairs. 
The youth with broomy ſtumps began to trace 
The kennel's edge, where wheels had worn the place. - 
The ſmall coal-man was heard with cadence deep 
Till drown'd in ſhriller notes of chimney-ſweep : 
Duns at his Lordſhip's gates began to meet; 
And brick-duſt Moll had ſeream'd thro half the ſtreet. 
The turnkey now his flock returning ſees, 

Duly let out a-nights to ſteal for fees : 

The watchful bailiffs take their ſilent ſtands; 
And ſchool-boys lag with fatchels in their hands. 
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HORACE, epiſt. 7. book. 1. imitates 


Away upon his errant goes, 


nd © 

and addreſſed to the Earl of Oxronp, * 

A cler 

in the year 1713. 2 

5 5 Vhich 

ARLEY, the nation's great ſupport, Take c 
Returning home one day from court, lo lib. 

(His mind with publick cares poſſeſt, | Addict 
All Europe's bus'neſs in his breaſt,) rent \ 
Obſerv'd a parſon near Whitehall ot ric 
Cheap'ning old authors on a ſtall. n ſtate 
'The prieſt was pretty well in caſe, e hat, 
And ſhew'd ſome humour in his face; lad gi 
Look'd with an eaſy, careleſs mien, And lit 
A perfect ſtranger to the ſpleen ; ept cc 
Of ſize that might a pulpit fill, ho d. 
But more inclining to fit ſtill. is won 
My Lord (who, if a man may ſay't, But ſelc 
Loves miſchief better than his meat) Df late 
Was now difpos'd to crack a jeſt, id ver 
And bid friend Lewis go in queſt, And, ft 
(This Lewis is a cunning ſhaver, le now 
And very much in Harley's favour,) Said 
In queſt, who might this parſon be, rom hi 
What was his name, of what degree, tep to 
If poſſible, to learn his ſtory, d have 
And whether he were Whig or Tory. dwift ſe 
Lewis his patron's humour knows, or wo! 

0 nevet 


put cold 


IAN ADDRESS, &e. ag. 
nd quickly did the matter ſift ;. - | 
ound out that it was Doctor Swift; | | 
clergyman of ſpecial note 
or ſnunning thoſe of his own coat; 

Vhich made his brethren of the gown 
Take care betimes to run him down : | 
lo libertine, nor over-nice, 
Addicted to no ſort of vice, 21K 
ent where he pleas'd, ſaid what he 3 . 
ot rich, but ow'd no man a groat: N . | 
n ſtate-opinions la mode, 
e hated Wharton like a toad, 
lad giv'n the faction many a wound, 
And libell'd all the junio round; 
ept company with men of wit, 
ho often father'd what he writ: 
is works were hawk'd in ev'ry ſtreet, 
But ſeldom roſe above a ſheet: 
Df late indeed the paper ſtampt 
id very much his genius cramp: 
And, ſince he could not ſpend his fire, 
le now intended to retire. 
Said Harley, I defire to know 
rom his own mouth if this be ſo; 
dtep to the Doctor ſtrait, and ſay, 
d have him dine with me to-day. 
dwift ſeem'd to wonder what he meant, 
or would believe my Lord had ſent; 
do never offer'd once to ſtir; 
ut coldly ſaid, Your ſervant, Sir. 


tated; 
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46 AN ADDRESS TO THE 35. 

Does he refuſe me? Harley cry'd : | 

He does, with inſolence and pride. 

Some few days after Harley's ſpies 

The Doctor faſten'd by the eyes 

At Charing-croſs among the rout, 

Where painted monſters are hung out : 

He pull'd the ſtring, and ſtopt his coach, 

Beck'ning the Doctor to approach. 
Swift, who could neither fly nor hide, 

Came ſneaking to the chariot ſide, 

And offer'd many a lame excuſe: 

He never meant the leaſt abuſe——— 

My Lord the honour you deſign d 

Extremely proud but J had din 

I'm ſure I never ſhould neglefi——— 

No man alive has more reſpe—— 

«© Well, I ſhall think of that no more, 

© If you'll be ſure to come at four. 

The Doctor now obeys the ſummons, 

Likes both his company and commons; 

Diſplays his talent, ſits till ten; 

Next day invited, comes again; 

Soon grows domeſtic; ſeldom fails 

Either at morning or at meals; 

Came early, and departed late: 

In ſnort, the gudgeon took the bait. 

My Lord would carry on the jeſt, 

And down to Windſor takes his gueſt. 

Swift much admires the place and air, 

And longs to be a canon there; | 
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EARL OF OXFORD. 


ſummer round the park to ride, 
winter, never to reſide. | 
canon that's a place too mean; 

o, Doctor, you ſhould be a Dean; 
vo dozen canons round your ſtall, 
nd you the tyrant o'er them all: 
pu need but croſs the Tri/b ſeas, 
live in plenty, pow'r, and eaſe. 
por Swift departs; and, what is worſe, 
ith borrow'd money in his purſe; 
ravels at leaſt an hundred leagues, 
nd ſuffers numberleſs fatigues. 


evoutly lolling in his ſeat; 

he ſilver virge, with decent pride, 
uck underneath his cuſhion- ſide; 
ppoſe him gone thro' all vexations, 
atents, inſtalments, abjurations, 


The wicked laity's contriving 
o hinder clergymen from thriving.) 
ow all the Doctor's money's ſpent, 
is tenants wrong him in his rent; 
he farmers ſpitefully combin'd 
orce him to take his tythes in kind ; 
nd Parviſol diſcounts arrears 
y bills for taxes and repairs. 
Poor Swift, with all his loſſes vex'd, 
lot knowing where to turn him next, 


85. 


Suppoſe him now a Dean complete 


irſt-fruits, and tenths, and chapter-treats; 
ues, payments, fees, demands, and ene: 
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a8 AN ADDRESS &c. ng. 
Above a thouſand pounds i in debt, 4 2 E H 
Takes horſe, and in a mighty fret 
Rides day and night at ſuch u rate, 
He ſoon arrives at Harley's gate; 5 
But was ſo dirty, pale and thinn 
Old Read would hardly let him in. | 

Said Harley, Welcome Rev rend bean 
What makes your worſhip: look foltat? N ail 50 
Why, ſure you wont appear in touun n 
In that old wig and ruſty gon? fo 455271 
I doubt your heart is ſet on pelf 
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So much that you neglett yourſe tf. land! 
| What! I ſuppoſe now ſtocks are high, | Well, 
= You've ſome good purchaſe in your eye: Pk not 

| Or is your money out atjuſe?.}. vi 1 i bo t ſhoul 
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Truce, good my Lord, I beg a'truce, | 
(The Doctor in a paſſion ory'd,) F 
Your raillery is mifapply'd; * . - - 
Experience I have dearly bought; 

You know I am not worth a — fl 
But tis a folly to conte „ 
When you reſolve to fn your jeſt; "OT 82 
Then, ſince you now have done your worſt, 
Pray leave me where you found me firſt. 


2 2 


{0 WORACE, lib. 2. fat. 6. part of it 


imitated, 


Written about the year 1713. 


ve often wiſh'd, that I had clear 

For life ſix hundred pounds a-year, 
handſome houſe to lodge a friend, 
river at my garden's end, 

terras walk, and half a rood 

land ſet out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all this, and more, 
ſk not to increaſe my ſtore z 

t ſhould be perfectly content, 

duld I but live on this fide Trent, 

or croſs the channel twice a- year, 

d ſpend ſix months with ſtat eſinen here. 
I muſt by all means come to town, 

is for the ſervice of the Crown. 

Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe; 
end for him up, take no excuſe.” 
Nee toil, the danger of the ſeas, 

| eat miniſters ne'er think of theſe; 

let it coſt five hundred pound, 

d matter where the money's found, 


Nis but fo much more in debt, 
Na that they ne'er conſider d yet. 
2 41 Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
et my Lard know you're come to town.” 
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So HORACE, Lis. II. Sar, VI. 


I hurry me in haſte away 
Not thinking it is levee-day;' 10 2 (0 


And find his honour in a pound, 

Hemm'd by a triple circle round 

Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green; 
How ſhould I thruſt myſelf between? 

Some wag obſerves me thus perplext, 

And ſmiling whiſpers to the neut, 
J. thought the Neun had / heen too proud 


& To juſtle here among weroud. i 


Another in a ſurly fit | 
Tells me, I have more real than wit; 
“ So eager to expteſs your leve, 


Vou ne'er conſider whom yd ſho re, 
But rudely preſs before a Duke )! 


Jovwn, I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly meant to m ' - ' - 
What I deſire the world ſhould knovy. 

I get a whiſper, and withdraw, 


When twenty fools I never fu On 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 1187 


Deſiring I would ſtand their friend. 
This humbly offers me his caſe·— 

That begs my int' reſt for a plaee 

An hundred other mens affairs, 


Like bees, are humtming in my ear s. 


<< To- morrow my appeal comes o, 
«© Without your help che- cauſe is gone. 
The Duke neee „ Aniclt wot 
About ſome — w{_H bn 
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Conſider, tis my fin ſt requeſt .. nit} iu 
> fatisfy'd. I'll do my bott 1 
hen preſently he falls to teaſ es. 
You may for certain, if y paß 
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And, Mr. Deau, one word from voπƷQ am! nl! (cf, 
"Tis (let me, ſee) eee Gon 4 A 
d&ober next it will be four) eb 9 5 . 
ice Harley bid me firſt = 43th mul S abipon bÞ 
nd choſe me for an humble friendz ol 
ould taxe me in his. coach to chat, 91 19259 Of 
nd queſtion me off this and that; 1009-18 46 CY 
5, © What's o'clock ?““ and, „ How's 3 
Who's chariot's that we left behind? ? 
gravely try to read the lines 
rit underneath the country ig ums: | 14 // 
Have you nothing new to- dag 
"WAS Pope, from Parnel, or from Gay? rl tf 
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Lord and me as far as Stans 
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d Windfor, and again to town, . _ is o3 f 
here all that paſſes inter nos. nt 1/7 
ight be proclaim'd at Charing-croſs.. +4 +6 | 
Yet ſome I know with envy (wells ee! 
cauſe they ſes me us'dfo , !!, 
How think you of our friend the Dean? 
wonder what ſome people mean: 
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& HORACE, Las. H. Sar. VT. 
&« Always together 7c te d tete 
„ What, they admire him for his jokes 
tc See but the fortune of ſome folks!“ 
There flies about a ſtrange report 
Of ſome expreſs arriv'd at court. 
I'm ſtopp'd by all the fools I meet, | 
And catcehis'& in ev 'ry ſtreet. 5 
« You, Mr. Dean, f1 requent the great; 
4 Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 
'« Or, do the prints and papers lie?“ 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as l. 
«© Ah! Doctor, how you love to jeſt! 
te Tis now no ſecret.” I proteſt 
"Tis one to me. Then tell us, pray, 
% When are the troops to have their pay?“ 
And tho' I ſolemnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 
They ſtand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The cloſeſt mortal ever known. 
Thus in a ſea of folly toſt, 
My choiceſt hours of life are loſt; 
Yet always wiſhing to retreat, 
Oh, could I ſee my country ſeat? 
There leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or peruſe-fome antient book! 
And there in ſweet oblivion drown 
Thoſe cares that haunt the court and town! 
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To their Excelloacies, 


The Lords Juſtices of Ireland; 


The humble Petition of Frances Harris, 8 
ho muſt ſtarve, and die a maid, if it miſcarries. 


Humbly Sheweth, 

Ar I went to warm myſelf i in Lady Betty 's.cham> 
ber, becauſe I was cold; 

And I had in a purſe ſeven pounds four ſhillings nd 
ſixpence, beſides farthings, in money and gole? 

Bo, becauſe I had been buying things for my N 
night, 

was reſolved to tell my money, to ſee if it u was right. 

ow, you mult know, en my trunk * a 
very bad lock, | | 

'herefore all the money 1 have, which, God 2 
knows, is a very ſmall ſtock, 

keep in my pocket, ty'd about my middle, next 
to my ſmock. 

Po, when I went to put up my purſe, as God woulil 

have it, my ſmock was unript, 


\nd, inſtead of putting. it into my e down it 
ſlipt: 
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Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, eee vas nev 
ſtands, to! 
That tho' tis hard: to judge, yet money” can Ty with: fa 
out hands. tho 
The devil take meꝭ faid ſhe: (bleſſing berſell,) if exe ou knov 
I ſaw't! for 
So,ſhe_roar'd. like a Bedlam, as-tho? I had: cal heine ver to 
| all to naught. life. 
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cunning man! awa 
No, ſaid I, tis the ſame thing, the chophiin will Mell: It. 
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So. the chaglain came in. Now the e he Wave loſt 
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1 ſaid I, dont be Angry, terre fare 1 never 
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ſome verſes unfiniſh'd, underwrit à ffanza' of her 
own, wittvealtlety aporuhine;! which gave occHE w 
to this ballad, written by the-atithor im à counter= 
feithand, us lf u third profes hu Nhe: 
„„ d e an e ee en Nudes 1 10 


Written in the year cyan 1 


vo e tune of The ae, 


W 
rer on a time, as old tories A 
1 A friar would needs ſhew his talent in Latin; 
„vas ſorely put to't in the midſt of a verſe, 
+1134 WM Becauſe he could find no word to come yu in: 
Then all in the place 
He left a void ſpace, 
And fo went to bed in a deſperate caſe: 


5 5 4 


ien behold the next morning a wonderful riddle! 
found it was ſtrangely fill'd up in the middle. 
ho. Let . ing critics then think what they lit 
ont, - 
Who would nat -write verſes with ſuch 
aſſi/tant'? 


I. 
s put me the friar into an amazement: 
or he wiſely conſider'd it mult be a ſprite, 
at came thro? the key-bole, or in at the caſeinent; 
ind it needs muſt be one that couid both read and 
write: 
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Fleet be did not know T 
8 If it were friend or foe, 
or whether it came from above or below: 
Howe'er, it was civil in angel or elf, 
For he ne'er could have fill'd it fo well of himſelf, 
Chor. Let cenſuring, &ce. 
III. 


Even ſo Maſter, Doctor had puzzled his brains 


In making a ballad, but, was at a. ſtand : 


He had mix'd little wit with a great deal of pains; 


When he found a new help from inviſible hand. 
Then, Good Doctor Swift, 
Pay thanks for the gift, 

For you freely muſt own you were at a dead lift 
And, tho' ſome malicious young ſpirit did do't, 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot, 

Cho. Let cenfuring, &c | 
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ANBRUGH'S HOUSE, 
Built from the ruins of e that we burnts, 


Written i in the year 1 ae 


441 


N times of old, when time wy Joly,” OL K 
And poets their own verſes ſung 
\ verſe could draw a ſtone or beam, © 
hat now would overload a tem; 
cad them a dance of many a 4 
hen rear them to a goodly pile 
ach number had its diff rent Rene 907 v 
croic ſtrains could build a tow- ij 
onnets, or elegies to Chloris 07 
light raiſe a houſe about two ſtorie s 
lyric ode would ſlate; a catch | 
ould tile; an epigram would thatch.. 
But, to their own, or landlord's coſt, 
low poets feel this art is loſt. 
ot one of all our tuneful throng 
an raiſe a lodging for a ſong - 
or Jove conſider'd well the cafe, 
bſerv'd they grew a num'rous race; 
nd ſhould they build as faſt as write, 
would ruin undertakers quite. a ] 
his evil therefore to prevent, 
e wiſely chang'd their element: 
F 2 
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WT old \ 


On earth tbe:god of wealth was _ 5 087 \\} 


Sole patron of the building trade; 
Leaving the wits the :fpacious' air, 
With licence to baid cafles there: 


And 'tis conceiv'd, their old preteen 
Ta lodge in garrets comes from t hence. 
Premiſing thus, in modern way 
The better half e av to fa: 
Sing, muſe, the houſe of poet Van B AF); 1 


In;higher ſtrains than we began. 


Van (for tis fit the emen each 


Is both a herald and a poet; 
No wonder then if nicely: ws a. 9 60 


In both capacities to build r 314 1A 


As herald, he can arts 00 * 


Repair a houſe gone to decay; 


Or by atchievement, arms, er 
Erect a new one in a trice; ; 
And as a poet, he has fkill 

To build in ſpeculation; all. 1 
Great Jove! he ery'd, ee e 
To build by verſe as heretofore, 
And make my muſe the architect; 
What palaces ſhall we ere! 
No-longer ſtall forſaken Thames. 


Lament his old Whitehall in flames: 


A pile ſhall from its aſlies riſe, 
Fit to invade or prop the ſkies. - 


Jove ſmil'd, and, like agenle gods, 5115 Aud . 


Conſentiog with the uſual nod, 


o 
”o 


And le 
o Var 
put, w. 
ith c 
akes 7 
teals t. 
Lot one 
And (li 
Would, 
hen fr. 
Proceed! 
Omen 
uild Ba 
ove ſaw 
0 turn 
own fr 
aughing 
y, thor 
hy the 
nd, fin 
our buil 
e ſpake, 
h' expet 
As being 
OW Mov! 
The bu 
oſe in pr 
nd firſt 1 
d wide as 


FF AiNGEGR VGAHS HDs. 5685 
Frold Van, he nem histalent beſt, h „ 1 
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ith cunning that defect ſupplios ; MY 131 brA 
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Steals thence his plotandabony gokep 1 2: flimeT 
dot once ſuſpecting Jovet wouhdeflirake H d T 
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o turn the matter to a jeſt ab o 1e 
own from Olympys* top he ſtidess, 1 yd 10 
aughing as if he'd burſt his ſides: 0 won s 0, 
y, thought the god, are thiſe bur triekg s 2g bu? 
hy then old plays deſerwaid brite ni bliud o 
nd, ſince you're ſpᷣatiug of h ſtuff. !.2vo] 38540 
our building ſhall be ſmalhennugh. l yd blind ot 
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The building, as the poet writ, nec lig A. 
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The ſcene, a wood, , pttedue'd:no'morty ,15od « r in a 
Than a few ſcrubby gtees h&farel „ 11 Som 40 ant m 


The plot as yet lay deep und/ ſo- Stvod ene a apacio! 
A cellar net was dug hela: 0 „„ hou'rt 
But this a work ſo-hard was found or cv'r 
Two acts it coſt kimi nder ground. a2 Doi SN lay lod 
Two other acts we mA pe ume e ie Bat 
Were ſpent in building cach a rm. y mo 
Thus far advanc'dychtimaderarthifts ic 5 2-14 Porn lik 
To raife a roof withact abe fifth. eie 127; ut neit! 
The epilogue behind did franne s anim 
A. place not dęeant here to name. 7208 m ni 1091799 orrupt | 

Now poets from-all»quiarters tan type 
To ſee the houſe of brothin\Vanig:. a n, e rbb. 
Look'd high and.lwwowalkid often r] r n 
But no ſuch houſe was to he ound. om the 
One aſks the watermen hard by: 3:0 Wome: fait 
Where may the poet's palace lies ut not t 
Another of the — mired 1490 o mode: 
If he has ſeen its gilded. ſpires ! , be poet 
At length they inithe rubbiſh ſp rr ich af 
A thing reſembling» gaaſe · yl e i hey fro: 
Thither in haſt the poets throng, 
And gaze in ſilent wonder long,. 
Fill one in raptures thus began 
To praiſe the pile. and builder Van. 

Thrice happy poet! who may'ſt trail 
Thy houſe about thee like a ſnail: 
Or, harneſs'd to a nag, at caſe. 
Take journeys in it like a chaiſe; 
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And call'd ta take the cards away, s att in t! 

Van ſaw, but ſeem q hot to regard, . 10 g bere all 
How Miſs. pick'd ev/ry;paintedicard,i; ot an e avying 
And, buſy both with hand and eye, won? From 
Soon rear'd a houſe two, ſtories hig. an is be 


Van's genius, without thought or lecture, or build 
Is hugely turn'd to architecture -- t court 
He view'd the ediſige, ſand ſmil d.. o wond 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child mm wow i hat bef? 
It was ſo perfactrtin ts kind,. 2861 __ 3443 won ba nd now 


He kept the model in his mind. Ws + o be his 
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And ſaw them dabbling in their clay, . | 
He ſtood behind ai ſtall to lux; 
And mark the progreſs af their work; 186 16 344 all 
With true delight obſer d them all g 37 
Raking up mud to build a on nom M ov | 
The plan he much admir'd, and took. 

The model in his table-book; 
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HE HISTORY OF VANBRUGH'S HOUSE. 
hought himſelf now exactly ſkill'd, 

ad ſo ref6lv?'d & hoe to bhild, 

real houſe, with rooms, and flairs, 

ive times at leaſt as big as theirs; / | 

aller than Miſ's by two yards; 

ot a ſnam thing of elay ar cards. 

nd ſo he did; for in a while 

e built up ſuch a monſtrous pile, 


hat no two chairmen could be found 
\ble to lift it from the ground. 

lll at Whitehall it ſtands in viv, 
iat in the place where firſt Wees „bs 
„ bere all the little ſchoolbeys run 
Ti nvying to ſee themſelves outdone; > 159 4 en 
non From ſuch deep rudiments as theſe. 

oy an is become by new deprogs: sf 2 . 255 Hoo: 
bi or building fam'd, and juſtly reckonẽ + 
„t court Vitruvius the ſecn nin Z 
tif 0 wonder, fince wiſe authors ſhow, to 4 SELF; 17 i 
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THE MAGICIAN'S ROD. 


Written in the year 1712. 


ne rod was but a harmleſs wand, 
While Moſes held it in his hand: 

But, foon as e'er he laid it down, | 
*T'was a devouring ſerpent x grown. $A 

Our great magician Hamet Sid, 
Reverſes what the prophet did : 
His rod was honeſt Engliſh wood, £2 
That ſenſeleſs in a corner ſtood, 
Till metamorphosd by his sraſp, 
It grew an all- devouring- aſp; r 
Would hiſs and ſting, and roll and twiſt, 
By the mere virtue of his fiſt; 
But when he laid it down, as - won) 
Reſum'd the figure of a ſtick. 

| 8 to her mfidnight-feaſt the hag 
Rides on a broomſtick for a nag, | 
That, rais'd by magic of her breech, 


O'er ſea and land conveys the witch; 


But with the morning-dawn reſumes 
The peaceful ſtate of common brooms. 
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They tell us ſomething ane * 
bout a certain magic rad, ASE 
hat, bending down its top, 33 
hene'er the ſoil has golden mines; 

here there are none, it ſtands erect, 
orning to ſhew the leaſt reſpect: 1 

5 ready was the ward of Sid 

o bend where golden mines were hid; 
Scottiſh hills found precious ore, 
Fhere none e'er look'd for it before: 

Ind by a gentle bow divin'd 1 EDURe | | 
low well a cully's purſe was lin'd;, 44 06792 
o a forlorn and broken rale, 

tood without motion, like a ſtake. 
The rod of Hermes was renown'd* _ 
or charms above and under ground; 
o ſleep could mortal eye-lids fix, -  Gnizh 
\nd drive departed ſouls to St c N 
hat rod was juſt a type of Sid's A $þ 
Vhich o'er a Britiſh ſenate's lids - 1 5 
ould ſcatter opium full as well, ts n Sic 
and drive as many ſouls to bell. 5 4 o IA 
Sid's rod was ſlender, white, and tall, {nbd 
Vhich oft he us'd-to fi withal;' | hyp 
\ plaice was faſten'd to the book, «orcs e 
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ind many ſcore of gudgeons took: 194924 Md 
let ſtill fo happy was bis fate, 1 Pier ev 
e caught his fiſh, and ſav'd his bait... 1 9 TIS 


Sid's brethren. of the conj ring We „e bud 
circle with their red deſeribe, „en kes 5 dF 


1 


7 815 nan. . 


Which proves a mag 
To keep miſchievous ſpirits out, 
Sid's rod was of a larger — nnn 
And made a circle thrice as wide, 
Where /pirits thaong'd with hideous din, 
And he ſtood there to take them in: | 
But when th' inchanted rod was broke, 
They vaniſh'd in a ſtinking fmoke. 
Achilles' ſceptre was of wood, 

Like Sid's, but nothing near ſo good; 
That down from anceſtors divine 
Tranſmitted to the hero's line; 
Thence, thro*a long deſcent of kings 
Came an heir-loom, as Homer ſings. 
Tho' this deſcription looks fo big, 
That ſceptre was a ſapleſs twig, 
Which from the fatal day, when firſt 
It left the foreſt where twas nurs'd,. 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er, 
Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloſſom bore. 
Sid's ſceptre, full of juice, did ſhoot 

In golden boughs, and golden fruit; 
And he, the Aragon, never ſleeping, 
Guarded each fair Heſperian pippin. 
No hobby-borſe, with gorgeous top, 
The deareſt in Charles Mather's ſhop, 
Or glitt' ring tinſel of May fair, 
Could with this rod of Sid compare. 
| Dear Sid, then why wert thou ſo mad 

To break thy rod like naughty lad! | 
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DESCRIPTION 


OF A 


SALAMNMANDER 


Out of Pliny's Natural Hiſtory, lib. 10. c. 67. a0 


lib. 29. c. 4. 
Written in the year 1 706. 


A maſtiff dogs in modern phraſe are 

Call'd Pompey, Scipio, and Caeſar ; 
As pyes and daws are often ſtiPd 
With Chriſtian nicknames like a child; 
As we ſay Monſieur to an ape, 
Without offence to human ſhape; 
So men have got from bird and brute 
Names that would beſt their natures ſuit. 
The lion, eagle, fox, and boar, 
Were heroes titles heretofore. 
Beſtow'd as hi'roglyphics fit 
To ſhew their valour, ſtrength, or wit: 
For what is underſtood by fame, 
Beſides the getting of a name? 
But, er ſince men invented guns, 
A diff”rent way their fancy runs: 

| 2 
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THE SALAMANDER. 75 
o paint a hero, we inquire 
or ſomething that will conquer fire. 
7ould you deſcribe Turenne or Trump? 
hink of a bucket or a pump. 
re theſe too low ?—then find out grander, 
all my Lord Cuts a ſalamander. 
is well;—but ſince we live among 
etractors with an evil tongue, 
ho may object againſt the term, 
liny ſhall prove what we affirm : 
liny ſhall prove, and we'll apply, 
nd I'll be judg'd by ſtanders-by. 
Firſt, then, our author has defin'd 
his reptile of the ſerpent kind, | 
ith gaudy coat, and ſhining train; 
t loathſome ſpots his body ſtain : . 
ut from ſome hole obſcure he flies, 18 4 
hen rains deſcend, and tempeſts riſe, 
ill the ſun clears the air; and then E 11 
rawls back neglected to his fen. 158 LEE 
So, when the war has rais'd a ſtorm, | 
ve ſeen a ſnake in human form, 
Il ſtain'd with infamy and vice, 
eap from the dunghill in a trice, Ap 
urniſh, and make a gaudy. ſhow, + .. 
ecome a gen'ral, peer, and beau, | 8 
ill peace hath made the ſky ſerene; : 5 
hen ſhrink into its hole again. : 
this we grant——why then look yonder,, 
ure that muſt be a ſalamander ! 
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576 THE SALAMANDER. 

Farther, we are by Pliny told, 
This ſerpent is extremely cold; 
So cold, that, put it in the fire, 
"Twill make the very flames expite : 
Beſides, it ſpues a filthy froth 
(Whether thro? rage, or luſt, or both) | 
Of matter purulent and white, | 
Which happening on the ſkin to light, 
And there corrupting to a wound, 
Spreads leproſy and baldneſs round. 

So have I ſeen a batter'd beau, 
By age and claps grown cold as ſnow, 
Whoſe breath or touch, where- e er he came, 
Blew out love's torch, or chill'd the flame: 
And ſhould ſome nymph who ne'er was cruel, 
Like Charlton cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruel, 
Receive the filth which he ejects, | 
She ſoon would find the ſame effects 
Her tainted carcafe to purſue, 
As from the ſalamander's ſpue; 
A diſmal ſhedding of her locks, 
And, if no leproſy, a pox. 


Then 171 appeal to each by tander, 
Tf this be net a ſalamander ? 
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VERSES to be px before BB | 
NARD LINTOT's New Miſcellany. -- 


ome Colinaeus praiſe, ſome Bleau, 2421/20 
others account them bat e ſo: ĩ nen 
ome Plantin to the reſt prefer... 
And ſome eſteem old Elaeveer 2901 
thers with Aldus would beſot us 
for my part, admire Lintottus— 072 
lis character's beyond compare, b 
ike his own perſon, large and fair. 
hey print their names in letters ſmall. 
ut LIN TO T ſtands in capital! 
uthor and he with equal grace ent biegt GAA 
ppear, and ſtare you in the face. AJ A 
tephens prints Heathen Greek, tis ſaid. 8 
hich ſome can't conſtrue; ſome can't read: 
ut all that comes from Lintot's hand © ft 
ren Rawlinſon might underſtand. OA : 
ft in an Aldus, or a Plantinn 6 ih A 
page is blotted, or, leaf wanting $ zn bn 
{ Lintot''s books this can't be ſaid, 6+ Tie 


Il fair, and not ſo much as rede. 
eir copy colt em not a penny I $5 J& 


Homer, Virgil, or to any; 


N. B. Whatever verſes are marked with in aſte- 
* prefixed, are thought not to be Dr. Toe $ 
G 3 
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They ne'er gave ſixpence for two lines or not 
To them, their heirs, or their aſſigns: : Nor 
But Lintot is at vaſt expence, | or ſta 
And pays prodigious dear for —ſenſe. To \ 
Their books are uſeful but to few, h 
A ſcholar, or a wit or two': | ear hc 
Lintot's for gen'ral uſe are fit; Wit! 
For ſome folks read, but all folks ſu n wofu 
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SANDYS'S GHOST: 


Ah! wl 
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A proper new BALLAD on the new Ovid's MreTk 
 MORPHOSES, as It was intended to be tranſlated 
perſons of quality. 


\ deſk 
Witt 
Vithin 

Tho 


E Lords and Commons, men of wit 
And pleaſure about town, 
Read this, ere you tranſlate one bit 
Of books of high renown. 


Beware of Latin authors all! 
Nor think your verſes Sterling, 
Tho? with a golden pen you ſcrawl, 


ow, a: 
Fort! 
And fre 


And ſeribble in a berlin: 1 All u 


SANDYS'S anos. 


bor not the deſk with ſilver nails, 
Nor bureau of expence, |. 

or ſtandiſh well japan'd, avails 
To writing of good ſenſe. 


ear how a ghoſt in dead of night, 
With ſaucer eyes of fire, 

n woful wiſe did ſore affright 

A wit and courtly ſquire. 


Rare imp of Phoebus, hopeful youth! 

Like puppy tame, that uſes i - / 
To fetch and carry in his mouth 

The works of all the muſes, 


8 T: 


h! why did he write poetry, ; 
Mera That hereto was ſo civil; 
lated wi, nd ſell his ſoul for vanity 
To rhyming and the devil? 


\ deſk he had of curious work, 014 
With glittering ſtuds about % bn A 

Vithin the ſame did Sandys lukk, b 
Tho' Ovid lay without. 40470 


ow, as he ſcratch'd to fetch up thought, Rees? | 
Forth popp'd the ſprite fo thin 


And from the key-hole: bolted out 
All upright as a pin. l bak 


And ruff compos'd moſt duely, 


This *ſquire he dropp'd his pen full ſoon, A | 


While as the light burnt bluely. 


Ho! Maſter Sam, quoth Sandys' ſprite, .. 
Write on, nor let me ſcare. ye; 
Forſooth, if rhymes fall not in en 
To Budgel ſeck, or Carey. 


I hear the beat of Jacob's drums, 
| Poor Ovid finds no quarter! 
See firſt the merry p comes 
In haſte without his garten. 


Then lords and lordings, ſquires and knights, 
Wits, witlings, prigs, and peer 
Garth at St. James's, and at White's, 
Beats up for volunteers. | 


What Fenton will not do, nor Gay, 
Nor Congreve, Rowe, nor Stanyan, 

Tom Burnet or Lom D' Urfy may 
John Dunton, Steele, or any one. 


If Juſtice Philips coſtive head 
Some frigid rhymes diſburſes; 

They ſhall like Perſian Tales be read, 
And glad both babes and nurſes, 
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With whiſkers, band, and pantalon, 
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et Warwick's 8 join, oY ie ri 2 
And Ozel's with Lord Hervey' 5, Tuer „ 
rickell and Addiſon combine, 

And Pope tranſlate with Jervis. 


himſelf, that lively lord 12+: 

Who bows to every lady, rl. 200. zu 31t7 $ 
hall join with F. in one accord, 

And be like Tate and Brady. 


e ladies too draw forth your pen; 

I pray where can the hurt lie? 
ince you have brains as well as men, 
As witneſs Lady Wortley, 000 


Jo, Tonſon, liſt thy forces all, 
Review them, and tell noſes : 

or to poor Ovid ſhall befal - 

A ſtrange metamorphoſis ; 
"iP. 1net amor phoſis more ſtrange | 
Than all his books can vapour 0 
To what,“ (quoth *ſquire) © ſhall Ovid GE Mes 
* Sandys, To OT paper. | 
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Crosx to the beſt-known author Umbra ſits, 
Ihe conſtant index to all Button's wits. 
Who's here? cries Umbra: only Johnſon——0h ! 
Your ſlave, and exit, but returns with Rowe: 


o lo! 


| Dear Rowe, let's ſit and talk of tragedies: W 
Si Ere long Pope enters, and to Pope he flies, Tho' L 
n Then up comes Steele: he turns upon his heel, Tha 
| | And in a moment faſtens upon Steele, 
| | | But cries as ſoon, Dear Dick, I muſt be gone ; Now, t 

| For if I know his tread, here's Addiſon. Full 
= Says Addiſon to Steele, Tis time to go: From 
| | Pope to the cloſet ſteps aſide with Rowe. And 
Poor Umbra, left in this abandon'd pickle, | | 
E “en fits him down, and writes to boneſt Tickell, hen 
Fool! *tis in vain from'wit to wit to roam ; | (WI 
Know, ſenſe, like charity, begins at home. 1 f 
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»DUKE UPON DUKE, 
An Sc e new . 
. To the Tune of chery- Chace. 


o lordings proud I tune my lay, 

| Who feaſt in bow's or hall: | 

Tho' Dukes they be, to Dukes I ſay, 
That pride will have a fall. | 


Now, that this ſame it is right ſooth, 
Full plainly doth appear, : 

From what befel John Duke of Guiſe, 

And Nic. of Lancaſtere. 


hen Richard Coeur-de-Lion reign'd, 
(Which means a lion's heart,) 

Like him his harons rag'd and roar 'd; 
Each play's da lion s part. 


kell, | 


„ 


\ word e was then enough: 
Such honour did them prick; 

If you but turn'd your cheek, a cuff; 

And if your a—ſe, a Kick, 


Look in their fan thai tweak'd your: noſe, 
At every turn fell to't; 

Come near, they trod upon your toes; 
They fought from head to foot. 
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84 DUKE UPON DUKE. ar. 


Of theſe the Duke of Lancaſtere 
Stood paramount in pride 


He kick'd, and cuff d, and tweak'd, and trod 


His foes, and friends beſide. 


Firm on his front his beaver ſate; 
So broad, it hid his chin; 


For why ? he deem'd no man his mate, 


And fear'd to tan his ſkin. _ . 


With Spaniſh wool he a5 d his cheek, 
With eſſence oil'd his hair; 

No vixen civet-cat ſo ſweet, - 
Nor could fo ſcratch and tear. 


Right tall he made himſelf to ſhow, 
Tho' made full ſhort by God; 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 

This Duke did only nod. 


Yet courteous, blithe, and debonnair 
To Guiſe's Duke was he: 

Was ever ſuch a loving pair? 

How could they diſagree? - + 


Oh, thus it was: He lov'd him dear, 
And caſt how to requite him; 
And having no friend left but this, 
He deem'd it meet to fight him. 
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rthwith he drenchꝰd hib defp' rate qu, 
And thus he did in dite?! 


This eve at whiſk ourſelf will play, 
« Sir Duke! be here to-night.” 


h no! ah no! the rs 
Demurely did replyg © 


annot go, nor yet can n 
So fore the gout have LARA 267) 24 4 


e Duke in wrath call'd for his ſtecds, 
And fiercely drove them on; 


rd! Lord! how rattled then thy ſtoves, | 
0 kingly Kenſington? 0 


| in a trice he rnſh*d on Guiſe, 
Thruſt out his lady dear; 

tweak'd his noſe,” trod on his toes, 
And ſmote him on the ear. 


mark, how midſt of vidory 
Fate plays her old dog trick! 


lcap'd Duke John, and knoek'd Him aon, 


And ſo down fell Duke Nic. 


as, oh Nic.! oh Nie. alas! 

Right did thy goſſip call thee: 

who ſhould ſay, Alas the dax 

hen John of Guiſe ſhall maul thee! 
ol. I. H ©. 
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And on that chair did ſit; 
And look'd, as ifhe . 1 
To do- what was not fitt. 


"> A * 4 
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Up didſt thou look, oh woeful Duke! 
Thy mouth yet durſt not op 


A t—d, inſtead of trope. A HEE e ; 


Lie there, thou caitiff vile! quoth Guiſe; 
% No ſheet is here to ſave the: 


Then Lancaſtere did err, 
© Know'ſt thou not me, nor yet thyfl 0 
„Who thou, and who am 1? Are 


< In ſenates fam'd for many a ſpeech, 


ce Tho' laid this l beneath thy brech) 


1 „ 


For on thee did he clap ee eb act % {fs 


Certes for fear of n NN 5c 05 1 


t“ The caſement it is ſhut likewiſ ej 
Beneath my feet L have the. 


cc If thou haſt aught eee ſpeak anne 90 


© Know'ſt thou not me vj, (God be praĩs d 
© Have brawl'd and ꝙuarrell'd more, 
c Than all the Hef Lancaſter ec 
% That battled heretbſor es?? 


« And (what ſome awe muſt n v9.1 
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Still of the duchy ents: „„ 
TR) « Durante life I have it; Edt des 
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And turn, as now EG ne, d on bak 


Mine a—e on them that gave it. 


ut now the ſervants they ruſh'd in US 
And Duke Nic. up kap'd hee: 

will not cope againſt ſuch odds, Io 181 101 123 

Bs But, Guiſe! I'll fight with thee eee 


__- Wo-morrow with thee will 1 fght- 7 es 
oy Under the green-wood tre: 
vr 5 No, not to-morrow, but pre NR ls AHT 
Joy * (Quoth Guiſe) Ell ficht with theedTeomos = 
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| Beſtreak'd with blood the ſkiesz | 
Then, with his ſword at faddle-bow, + 


Rode forth the valiant Guiſme. 


ull gently prane'd he o'r the lawn Olle Noon mf 
Oft roll'd. his eyes around, | > +446 54 GH 7 

nd from the ſtirrup wach a to a6 2 is 5 
Who was not to be fouñ lc. 


ong brandiſh'd he the blade in air, 
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Long look'd the field all oer: 
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t length he. ſpyd the merry- men brown, 1 T 
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From out the boot bold Nicolas 
Did wave his wand ſo whit, 

As pointing out thexgloomy gzladdee 24 
Whereia he meant to fgllt. but 
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All in that dread ful hour ſo nl mm i bots wok 
Was Lancaſtere to ſes done uss bat 
As if he meant toſtake tlie air, 0 W e ee yo! 

Or only take a fee. d ned ee whrng ee, 
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And fo he did—for to New Court 
His rowling wheels did run : 
Not that he ſhunn'd the doubtful rife > 7 
But bus'neſs muſt be done. 


Back in the dark by Brompton park, 
He turn'd up thro? the gore; 

So ſlunk to Cambden houſe fo high, 
All in his coach and four. 


Mean while Duke Guiſe did fret a 3 
A ſight it was to ſee, 

Benumb'd beneath the evening-dew 

Under the green-wood tree. 


Then wet and weary home he far'd, 
Sore mutt'ring all the way, 

„ The day I meet him, Nic. ſhall rue 
The cudgel of that day. 


Mean time on every piſling-poſt 


« Paſte we this recreant's name, 


go that each piſſer-by ſhall read 
« And piſs againſt the ſame." 


Kow God preſerve our gracious King, 


And grant, his nobles all 


ſay learn this leſſon from Duke Nic. 


That pride will have a fall. 
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The Receipt to form a BEAUTY. Puo: 
Written in the year 1707, | ul 
| At 
Wũrx Cupid did his grandſire Jove intreat: The g 
To form ſome beauty by a new receipt, Th 
Fove ſent, and found far in a country- ſcene But fe 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look ſerene: Be. 


From which ingredients firſt the dextrous boy 


Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy, Undet 


The Graces from the court did next provide = 
Breeding, . and wit, and air, and decent pride: He fo 
Theſe Venus cleans from ey'ry ſpurious grain Th 


Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix'd up all, and his beſt clay employ d; The n 
Then call'd the happy compoſition Floyd, | of 
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APOLLO OUTWTITTED: 


of WINCHELSEA, under ber! name BYE oa 
Written in the year I 707. 


pues, now ſhort' ning ev*ry ſhade, 
Up to the northern fropic came, 
And thence beheld a lovely maid, 
Attending on a Sr dame. 


The god laid down his feeble rays, 
Then lighted from his glitt'ring Land 3 

But fenc'd his head with his o-,]n bays, 
Before he durſt the nymph approach. 


Under thoſe ſacred leaves, ſecure 

From common lightning of the ſkies, 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flaſhes of ep _ 


The nymph, whs oft bad read i $ooks!- * 140 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke; Fe Fran 
Soon knew Apollo by his looks, 
And gueſs'd his bus'neſs ere he ſpoke. 


He in the old celeſtial cant 
Confeſs'd his flame, and ſwore by Styx 
Whate'er ſhe would deſire to grant. 
But wiſe Ardelia knew. his tricks. 


aud 
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93 APOLL O OUTWIT TED: 
Ovid had warn'd her to beware 
Of ſtrolling gods, whoſe uſual trade is, 
Under pretence of taking air, 
To pick up ſublunary ladies. 


/ 


Howe'er, ſhe gave no flat denial, 
As having malice in her heart; 
And was reſolv'd, upon a trial, 
To cheat the god in his own art. 


Hear my requeſt, the virgin ſaid; 

Let which I pleaſe of all the Nine 

Attend, whene'er I want their aid, 
Obey my call, and only mine. 


By vow oblig*d, by paſſion led, 
The god could not refuſe her pray r: 
He wav'd his wreath.thrice o'er her head, 
Thrice mutter'd fomething to the air. 


And now he thought to ſeize his due: 
But ſhe the charm already tried: 
Thalia heard the call, and fle“ 
To wait at bright Ardelia's ſide. 


On ſight of this celeſtial prude, 
Apollo thought it vain to ſtay ; 

Nor in her preſence durſt be rude; 
But made his leg, and went away. 
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He hop'd to find ſome ucky hour bot bis G 
When on their qusanithe muſeslwait erer 
But Pallas owns Ardelia!$ipow'tis! i tn no kutt] 
For vows divine are-kept by fate. 


Then, full of rage, Apollo ſpoke :: ñ]— nn 
Deceitful nymph, Eſee thy urt e 
d, tho' I can't my gift revoke /, G 2nw n. 
ll diſappoint its nobler part. 15544 7 


et ſtubborn. pride poſſeſs these long, fi 05: wort bn ls 
And be thou negligent of fame: 

Vith ev'ry muſe to-grave thy ſong, 232; £ 
Mayſt thou deſpiſea poet's name. 


Of modeſt poets be thou ſirſt vo » »—rnnͥ 
To ſilent ſhades repeat thy verſe, 5 39 & 
Till Fame and Echo almoſtburſtyts 24 21 bvaw 5 
Yet hardly dare one line rehearſe.» 9091 7 


\nd laſt, my vengeance to:completeg i! 51 won ba 4 

May you deſcend to take renownj;ii> i 409 . - 
rrevail'd on by the thing ybu hate: +. „ 
A Whig, and one that wears a gon n 27 
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GTE 1. L A this day is thirty-four, 

(We ſha'n't diſpute A year or more 3 
However, Stella, he not troubled, 15 
Altho' thy ſize and years are doubled, 


Since firſt I ſaw thee at fixteen, ET” 
The brighteſt virgin on the green, | he An 
So little is thy form declin'd; hat tl 
Made up ſo largely in thy mind. he hou 
Oh, would it pleaſe the gods to ſplit lay, th 
Thy beauty, ſize, and years, and wit! N angs a 
No age could furniſſi dut a pair WOW s fine 
Of nymphs ſo graceful, wiſe, and fair; 7 | Borer 
With half the luſtre of your eyes, c thin 
With half your wit, your years, and ſize. o quit 
And then, before it grew too late, Now 
How ſhould I beg of gentle fate, ange. 
(That either nymph might have her We ould p 
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- Wn angel's face a Tk  crack!d.; 
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\ LL travellers at firſt ingli e 
Where-e 'er they ſee the faireſt ſign ; ge e 
nd, if they find the chambers neat, «11 18 15900 
nd like the liquor and the n 550 vt 01K 
ill call again, and recommend. ..;,.. ;{\, 412 
he Angel-inn to ev'ry friede. 
hat tho* the painting grows decay 775 1 yell 2 
he houſe will never loſe its tradg: 1 7s on qu EAI 
jay, cho the treach!rous.tapſter Thomas... - 
angs a new ange], two doors from us 2 „ 
s fine as dawbers hangs ęan mak it, 535 of 


hopes that ſtrangers may PAR © ©: j tO 
e think it both a ſhame and ſin Jen NW 


o quit the true old Ang Angel-inn. Ne 41164 Mag N- 


Now this is stella s ; caſe in fact; G ne bn. 


bg t6 22d 1 blyod} woH 
ould poets, or could painters. gmvyn f 384 T) 
ow angels look at thirty-ſix)... qidton ym alt ws 
his drew us in at firſt to find 1 

ſuch a form an angel's mind; 

nd ev'ry virtue now ſupplies 

he fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 

e at her levee crouding ſwains, 

hom Stella freely entertains 

ith breeding, humour, wit and ſenſe; 
ad puts them but to ſmall expence; 
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»s STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 


Their mind fo plentifully fills, . 

And makes ſuch reaſonable bills, 

So little gets for what ſhe gives, 

We really wonder how ſhe lives! 

And, had her ſtock been leſs, no doubt 
She muſt have long ago run out. 


Then who can think we'll quit the place, 


When Doll hangs out a newer face; 

Or ſtop and light at Cloe's head, 

With ſcraps and leavings to be fed? 
Then, Cloe, ſtill go on to prate 

Of thirty-ſix, and thirty-eight; 

Purſue your trade of ſcandal-picking, _ 

Your hints, that Stella is no chicken; 

Your innuendos, when you tell us, 

That Stella loves to talk with fellows: 

And let me warn you to believe © N 

A truth, for which your ſoul ſhould grieve; 

That, ſhould you lise to ſee the day 

When Stella's locks mult all be gray, 

When age mult print a furrow'd trace 

On ev'ry feature of her face; 

Tho! you, and all your ſenſeleſs tribe 

Could art, or time, or nature bribe, | 

To make yon look like beauty's Queen, 

And hold for ever at fifteen ; 

No bloom of youth can ever blind 


F "The cracks and wrinkles of your mind; 


All men of ſenſe will paſs your door, 
And croud to Stella's at fourſcore. 


ut fou 
r, if v 
thoug 
colt m 
o ſhape 
nd, wl 
ong thi 
Forſa 
vaited 
old hit 
Stella 
dw I ſhi 
hen bo 
dw Fore 
Sh 
dd ſwea 
at ſeme 
ave aſl 
at Pho 
ou I. 


dug up. 1 732. 


D £50Lv'D my annual verſe to pay, 
By duty-bound, on Stella's day, 

urniſh'd with paper, pens, and ink, 

eravely ſat me down to think : 

bit my nails, and ſcratch'd my head, 

ut found my wit and fancy fled; 

r, if with more than uſual pain, 

thought came lowly from my brain, 

coſt me Lord knows how much time 

o ſhape it into ſenſe and rhyme: 

nd, what was yet a greater curſe, 

ong thinking made my fancy worſe. 

Forſaken by th' inſpiring Nine, 

vaited at Apollo's ſhrine : 

old him what the world would fay, 

Stella were unſung to day 

dw I ſhould hide my head for ſhame, 

hen both the Jacks and Robin came; 


w Sh—n the rogue would ſneer, 

d ſwear it does not always follow, 
at ſemen anno ridet Apollo. 

ave aſſur d them twenty times, 


at Phoebus help'd me in my Yes 
ol. I. * 
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\ great bottle of wine, long buried, being that day 
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98 STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 
Phoebus inſpir'd me from above, 
And he and I were hand and glove. 
But, finding me ſo dull and dry ſince, 
"They'll call it all poetic licence; = 
And, when I brag of aid divine, 
Think Euſden's right as good as mine. 
Nor do I aſk for Stella's ſake; 
"Tis my own credit lies at ſtake : 
And Stella will be ſung, while I 
Can only be a ſtander-by. ; 
Apollo, having thought a little, 
Return'd this anſwer to a tittle. 
Tho? you ſhould live like old Methuſalem, 
I furniſh hints, and you ſhould uſe all em, 
You yearly ſing as ſhe grows old, 
You'd leave her virtues half untold. 
But, to ſay truth, ſuch dulneſs reigns, 
Thro' the whole ſet of Iriſh deans, 
I'm daily ſtunn'd with ſuch a medley, 
Dean W—, Dean D—, and Dean Smedley, 
That, let what Dean ſoever come, 
My orders are, I'm not at home; 
And, if your voice had not been loud, 
You muſt have paſs'd among the croud. 
But now, your danger to prevent, 
You muſt apply to Mrs Brent; 
For ſhe, as prieſteſs, knows the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights. 
Firſt, nine ways looking, let her ſtand 
With an old pocker in her hand; 
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em, 


edley, 


her deſcribe a circle round 

i Saunder's cellar on the ground: 
ſpade let prudent Archy hold, 

nd with diſcretion dig the mould: 

et Stella look with watchful eye, 
ebecca, Ford, and Grattons by. | 
Behold the bottle, where it lies 

ith neck elated tow'rds the ſkies! 

Wc god of winds and god of fire 

id to its wond'rous birth conſpire ; 
nd Bacchus fox the poet's uſe 
ur'd in a ſtrong inſpiring juice, 

e! as you raiſe it from its tomb, 

drags behind a ſpacious womb, 

nd in the ſpacious womb contains 5 
ſov'reign med' eine for the brains. 
You'll find it ſoon, if fate conſents; 

not, a thouſand Mrs Brents, 

n thouſand Archys arm'd with ſpades, 

ay dig in vain to Pluto's ſhades. 

From thence a plenteous draught infuſe, 
d boldly then invoke the muſe; 

ut firſt let Robert, on his knees, 

th caution drain it from the lees;) 

e muſe will at your call appear, 

ith Stella's praiſe to crown the year. 
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s when a beauteous nymph decays, 
We ſay, ſhe's paſt her dancing-days; 
So poets loſe their feet by time, 
And can no longer dance in rhyme. 
Your annual bard had rather choſe 
To celebrate your birth in proſe : 
Yet merry folks, who want by chance 
A. pair to make a country-dancey 
Call the old houſekeeper, and get her 
To fill a place for want of better: 
While Sheridan is off the hooks, 
And friend Delany at his books, 
That Stella may avoid diſgrace, 
Once more the Dean ſupplies their place. 
| Beauty and wit, too fad a truth 
Have always been confin'd to youth; 
The god of wit and beauty's queen, 
He twenty-one, and ſhe fifteen. 
No poet ever ſweetly ſung, 
Unleſs he were, like Phoebus, young; 
Nor ever nymph inſpir'd to rhyme, 
Unleſs, like Venus, in her prime. 
At fifty-ſix, if this be true, 
Am I a poet fit for you ? 
Or, at the age of forty-three, 
Are you a ſubject fit for me ? 
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Adieu! bright wit, and radiant eyes, 
You muſt be grave, and I be wiſe. 
dur fate in vain we would oppoſe : 

ut I'll be ſtill your friend in proſe : 
ſteem and friendſhip to expreſs, 

Vill not require poetic dreſs; 

und if the muſe deny her aid 

o have them ſung, they may be ſaid. - 
But, Stella, ſay, what evil tongue 
eports you are no longer young; 

hat Time ſits with his ſithe to mow 
here erſt ſat Cupid with his bow; 

hat half your locks are turn'd to gray ? 
Il ne'er believe a word they ſay. 

is true, but let it not be known, 

y eyes are ſomewhat dimiſh.grown : 

rr nature, always in the right, 

o your decays adapts my ſight ; 

d wrinkles undiſtinguiſh'd paſs, 

r I'm aſham'd to uſe a glaſs; 

id till I ſee them with theſe eyes, 
hoever ſays you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit 
nour and virtue, ſenſe and wit: 

bus you may (till be young to me, 

ile I can better hear than ſee. 

, ne'er may fortune ſhew her ſpight, 
make me deaf and mend my ſight / 
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T8 day, whate'er the fates decree, 
Shall ſtill be kept with joy by me: 
'This day then let us not be told, . 
That you are ſick, and I grown old; 
Nor think on our approaching ills, 
And talk of ſpectacles and pills: 
To- morrow will be time enough 
To hear ſuch mortifying ſtuff. | 
Yet ſince from reaſon may be brought 
A'better and more pleaſing thought, 
Which can, in ſpite of all decays, 
Support a few remaining days, - 
From not the graveſt of divines 
Accept for once ſome ſerious lines. 
Altho' we now can form no more 
Long ſchemes of life as heretofore ; 
Yet you, while time is running faſt, 
Can look with joy on what is paſt. 
Were future happineſs and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain, 
As Atheiſts argue, to entice 
And fit their proſelytes for vice, 
(The only comfort they propoſe, 
To have companions in their woes :) 
Grant this the caſe; yet ſure tis hard 
That virtue, ſtyl'd its own reward, 
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And by all ſages underſtood 
To be the chief of human good, 
Should acting die, nor leave behind 
Some laſting pleaſure in the mind, 
Which by remembrance will aſſwage 
Grief, ſickneſs, poverty, and age, 
And ſtrongly ſhoot a radiant dart 
To ſhine thro? life's declining part. 
Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Reflecting on a life well ſpent ? 
Your ſkilful hand employ'd to ſave 
Deſpairing wretches from the grave; 
and then ſupporting with your ſtore 
hoſe whom you dragg'd from death before: 
80 Providence on mortals waits, 
Preſerving what it firſt creates: 
our gen'rous boldneſs to defend 
n innocent and abſent friend; 
hat courage which can make you juſt 
o merit humbled in the duſt; 
he deteſtation you expreſs 
or vice in all its glitt'ring dreſs ; 
That patience under tott*ring pain, 
here ſtubborn Stoics would complain: 
luſt theſe like empty ſhadows paſs, 
Dr forms reflected from a glaſs ? 
Dr mere chimaeras in the mind, 
That fly, and leave no marks behind? 
Voes not the body thrive and grow 
dy food of twenty years ago? 


STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY.- 
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Aud had it not been ſtili ſupply'd, 
It muſt a thouſand times have dy'd. 
Then who with reaſon can maintain 
That no effects of food remain? 
And is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind; 
Upheld by each good action paſt, 
And ſtill continu'd by the laſt ? 
Then, who with reaſon can pretend 
That all effects of virtue end? 5 
Believe me, Stella, when you ſhow 
That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your life for other ends 
Than merely to oblige your friends, 
Your former actions claim their part, 
And join to fortiſy your heart. 
For virtue in her daily race, 
Like Janus, bears a double face; 
Looks back with joy where ſhe has gone, 
And therefore goes with courage on. 
She at your ſickly couch will wait, 


And guide you to a better ſtate. 


O then, whatever Heaven intends, 
Take pity on your pitying friends! 
Nor let your ills affect your mind, 


To fancy they can be unkind. 


Me, ſurely me, you ought to ſpare, 
Who gladly would your fuff ring ſhare . 
Or give my ſcrap of life to you, 

And think it far beneath your due; 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. T1605 
You, to whoſe care ſo oft I owe 
That I'm alive to tell you ſo. 


. ES 


r all the girls that e'er was ſeen, 
There's none ſo fine as Nelly, 

or charming face, and ſhape, and mien, + 

And what's not fit to tell ye. | 
Dh! the turn'd neck and ſmooth white ſkin 

Of lovely deareſt Nelly ! | 
or many a ſwain it well had been, 

Had ſhe ne'er paſs'd by Calai-. 


or when as Nelly came to France, 
(Invited by her couſins, ) 

croſs the Tuilleries each glance 
Kill'd Frenchmen by whole dozens. 
he King, as he at dinner ſat, 

Did beckon to his huſſar, 

nd bid him bring his tabby-cat, 

For charming Nell to buſs her. 


he ladies were with rage provok d 
To ſee her fo reſpected: 

he men look'd arch, as Nelly ſtrok'd, 
And puſs her tail erected. 
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But not a man did look employ, 
Except on pretty Nelly: 

Then ſaid the Duke de Villeroy, 
Ah! qu'elle eſt bien jolie! 


But who's that grave philoſopher 
That carefully looks at'er ? 

By his concern it ſhould appear, 
The fair one is his daughter. 

Ma foy ! (quoth then a courtier ſly,) 
He on his child does leer too : 

I wiſh he has no mind to try 
What ſome pappas will here do. 


The courtiers all with one accord, 
Broke out in Nelly's praiſes, 

Admir'd her roſe, and hs ſans farde, 
(Which are your termes Frangoiſes.) 

Then might you ſee a painted ring 
Of dames that ſtood by Nelly; 

She like the pride of all the ſpring, 
And they like fleurs de palais. 


In Marli's gardens, and St Clou, 
I ſaw this charming Nelly, 
Where ſhameleſs nymphs, expos'd to view, 

Stand naked in each alley: 
But Venus had a brazen face, 
Both at Verſailles and Meudon, 
Or elſe ſhe had reſign'd her place, 
And left the ſtone ſhe ſtood on. 


& DD. 
ere Nelly's figure mounted there, 
'Twould put down all th' Italian : 

Lord! how thoſe foreigners would ſtare! 
But I ſhould turn Pygmalion : 
For ſpite of lips, and eyes, and mien, 
Me nothing can delight ſo, 
As does that part that lies between 
Her left toe and her right toe. 
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ON THE 


LONGITUDE. 


RECITATIVO., 
ux longitude miſs d on 
By wicked Will. Whiſton; 
And not better hit on 
By good Maſter Ditton. 
. RITORNELLO, 
So Ditton and Whiſton 
May both be bep-ſt on; 
And Whiſton and Ditton 
May both be beſh-t on. 
Sing Ditton 
Beſh-t on; 
And Whiſton, 
Bep-ſt on. 
Sing Ditton and Whiſton, 
And Whiſton and Ditton, 
Beſh-t and bep-ſt on, 
Bep-ſt and beſh-t on. 
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EPIGRAM on the feuds about 
HANDEL and BoNONCINI. 


RANGE | all this difference ſhould be 
Twixt tweedle-dum and tweedle-dee / 


= 


On a LADY who p—t at the tragedy 
of Caro; occafioned by an epigram 
on a Lady who wept at it. 


HIL E maudlin Whigs l their Cato's fate, ; 
Still with dry eyes the Tory Celia fate: 
, while her pride forbids her tears to flow, 


guſhing waters find a vent below: 
o ſecret, yet with copious grief ſhe mourns, 


twenty river-gods with all their urns. 
others ſcrew their hypocritic face, 
ſhews her grief in a ſincerer place: 
re nature reigns, and paſſion void of art; 
that road leads directly to the heart. 


or. I. N 1 


i 
| 


* A new SONG of new SIMILIE; 


Ny paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong; 
l fit all ſober fad, 
Drunk as a piper all day long, 
Or like a March hare mad, 


Round as a hoop the bumpers flow; 
I drink, yet can't forget her; 

For, tho as drunk as David's ſow, 
I love her ſtill the better. 


Pert as a pear-monger, I'd be, 
If Molly were but kind; 

Cool as a cucumber could ſee 
The reſt of woman- kind. 


Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er; 

Lean as a rake with ſighs and care, 
Sleek as a mouſe before. 


Plump as a partridge was I known, 
And ſoft as ſilk my ſkin; 

My cheeks as fat as butter grown; 
But as a groat now thin! 
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A SONG OF SIMILIES. 111 
melancholy as a cat 5 

Am kept awake to weep; 

t ſhe, inſenſible of that, WL 
Sound as a top can ſleep. | | AM 


LIE 


rd is her heart as flint or ſtone; 
She laughs to ſee me pale, 

id merry as a grig is grown, 
And briſk as bottled ale. 


he god of love at her approach 
Is buſy as a bee! 

arts found as any bell or roach 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


2 


n 


me! as thick as hops or hail, 
The fine men croud about her: 
t ſoon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


ait as my leg her ſhape appears; 

0 were we join'd together! 

heart would be ſcot-free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather. 


fine as fivepence is her mien; 

No drum was ever tighter; 

r glance is as the razor keen, 

And not the ſun is brighter. 
| K 2 


= 3 "SONG OF SIMILIES. 


As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are; 
Methinks I taſte them yet; 

Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 


As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites: 

Sharp as a needle are her words:; 
Her wit like pepper bites. 


Briſk as a body-louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt; 

Sweet as a roſe her breath and lips, 
Round as the globe her breaſt. 


Full as an egg was I with glee, 
And happy as a king ! 

Good Lord! how all men envy'd me! 
She lov'd like any thing. 


But falſe as hell, ſhe, like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her ſex mult do; 

'Tho' ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And like the goſpel true, - 


If I and Molly could agree, 

Let who would take Peru! 
Great as an emp'ror ſhould I be, . 
And richer than a Jew. 


A $ONG.OF SIMILIES. rg 


il you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as any poſt; 

us like burs together ſtick, | 

And warm as any toaſt, *_ 


” 


fou'll know me truer than a dye, 
And wiſh me better ſped, | 
lat as a flounder when I lie, EY | 
And as a herring dead, 'Y 


ure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 

And ſigh perhaps, and wiſh, 
hen Lam rotten as a pear, 
And mute as any fiſh, 


*NEWGATE'S GARLAND; E. 
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Being a new ballad, ſnewing how Mr Jonathan Will's 
throat was cut from ear to ear with a penknife ly 
Mr Blake, alias Blueſkin, the bold highwayman, a 
he ſtood at his trial in the Old Bailey, 1725. 
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To the tune of The cut purſe, 


«obs -; 
Vr gallants of Newgate, whoſe fingers are nice 
In diving in pockets, or cogging of dice; 
Ye ſharpers ſo rich, who can buy off the nooſe; 
Ye honeſter poor rogues, who die in your ſhoes, 
Attend and draw near, 
Good news ye ſhall hear, 
How Jonathan's throat was cut from ear to ear, 
How Blueſkin's ſharp penknife hath ſet you at caſe, 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 
II. 
When to the Old Bailey this Blueſkin was led, 
He held up his hand; his indictment was read; 
Loud rattled his chains; near him Jonathan ſtood; 
For full forty pounds was the price of his blood. 
Then, hopeleſs of life, 
He drew his penknife, 
And made a ſad widow of Jonathan's wife. 
But forty pounds paid her, her grief ſhall appeaſe; 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 
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NEWGATE'S GARLAND. 173 
JD: : . 5 
some fay there are courtiers of higheſt renown, 
ho ſteal the King's gold, and leave him but a crown 2 
Some {ay there are peers, and ſome parliament- men, 
ho meet once a-year to rob courtiers agen. * [| 
Let them all take their ſwing {| 
To pillage the King, 
and get a blue ribbon, inſtead of a ſtring. 
Now Blueſkin's ſharp penknife hath ſet you at eaſe ; $7 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 
IV. | 
naves s of old, to hide guilt by their cunning inven= 
tions, | 
all'd briberies grants, and plain robberies 3 
Phyſicians and lawyers (who take their degrees 
To be learned rogues) call'd their pilfering fees. 
Since this happy day 
ar, Now ev'ry man may ' 
Rob (as ſafe as in office) upon the TRE 
or Blueſkin's ſharp, penknife hath ſet you at eaſe x 
ind ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 


| \ 


l, V. 
ds; ome cheat in the cuſtoms, ſome rob the exciſe; 
ſtood; Nut he who robs both is eſteemed moſt wiſe. 
od. hurchwardens, too prudent to hazard the halter, 
s yet only venture to ſteal from the altar. 

But now to get gold, 

They may be more bold, 
zeaſe; Mind rob on the highway, ſince Jonathan's cold: 
aſe, Wor Blueſkin's ſhatp penknife hath ſet you at eaſe; * 


Ind ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe, — 


115 NEWGATE'S GARLAND. 
IV. 
Some by publick revenues, which paſe'd thro their 
hands, 


Have purchas'd clean houſes, and bought dirty lands: 
Some to ſteal from a charity think it no ſin, 


Which at home (ſays the proverb) does always begin, 1 
But, if ever you be 
Aſſign'd the truſtee, 
Treat not orphans like maſters of the chancery ; 
But take the highway, and more honeſtly ſeize; Dre 
For ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe, Wi 
. She trer 
What a pother has here been with Wood and his brak, MF" 
Who would modeſtly make a few halfpennies paſs! es 
The patent is good, and the precedent's old, She dur 
For Diomede changed his copper for gold: he'd ra 
But, if Ireland deſpiſe HS 
The new halfpennies, "ERA 
With more ſafety to rob on the road I adviſe : nant 1 
For Blueſkin's ſharp penknife hath ſet thee at eaſe; WW. 3 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. he Jet 
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THE PROGRESS OF LOVE, | if 
Written in the year 1716. | | 


Drsronprxo Phyllis was endow'd 
With ev'ry talent of a prude: 

She trembled when a man drew near; 
alute her, and ſhe rurn'd her ear; 

If o'er againſt her you were plac'd, 

She durſt not look above your waiſt : 

Phe'd rather take you to her bed, 
han let you ſee her dreſs her head : 

n church you hear her, thro' the croud, 
Repeat the abſolution loud: 

n church, ſecure behind her fan, 

phe durſt behold that monſter man, 

There practis'd how to place her head, 

\nd bit her lips to make them red ; 

Ir, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 

Would lift her eyes up to the ceiling, 

ind heave her boſom unaware, 

or neighb'ring beaux to ſee it bare. 

t length a lucky lover came, 

and found admittance to the dame. 


Suppoſe all parties now agreed, 

The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd, 
The vicar and the ring befpoke : 

Gueſs, how could ſuch a match be broke? 
See then what mortals place their bliſs in! 


Next morn by times the bride was miſſing: 


The mother ſcream'd, the father chid; | 
Where can this idle wench be hid? 
No news of Phil! the bridegroom came, 


And thought his bride had ſkulk'd for ſhame; 


' Becauſe her father us'd to ſay, 
The girl had ſuch a baſhfut way. 

Now John the butler muſt be ſent. 
To learn the road that Phyllis went. 
The groom was wih'd to ſaddle Crop; 
For John muſt neither light nor ſtop, 
But find her, whereſoe'er ſhe fled, 

And bring her back, alive or dead. 

See here again the devil to do; 

For truly John was miſſing too: 
The horſe and pillion both were gone? 
Phyllis, it ſeems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who went up to find 

What papers Phil had left behind, 

A letter on the toilet ſees, 

To my much honour'd father—theſe, 
('Tis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fellows, ) 
Fill'd with the choiceſt common-places, 
By others us'd in the like caſes. 
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THE PROGRESS OF LOVE, 
« That long ago a fartune-teller 
« Exactly ſaid what now befcl her; 
« Andin a glaſs had made her ſee 
« A ſerving man of low degree. 
« It was her fate, muſt be forgiven ; 
« For marriages were made in heau'n: 
« His pardon begg'd; but, to be plain, 
« She'd do't, if twere to do again 
© Thank'd God, twas neither ſhame nor ſia; 
« For John was come of honeſt kin. 
% Love never thinks of rich and poor: 
« She'd beg with John from door to doors 
“Forgive her, if it be a crime; 
i She'll ne'er do't another time. 
She ne'er before in all her life 
« Once difobey'd him, maid nor wife. 
© One argument ſhe ſumm's up all in, 
The thing was done, and paſt recalling ; 
© And therefore hop'd ſhe ſhould recover 
* His favour, when his paſſion's over. | 
* She valu'd not what others thought her, 
„And was— his moſt obedient daughter.” 

Fair maidens, all attend the muſe, + 

ho now the wand'ring pair purſues : 
\way they rode in homely ſort, 
heir journey long, their money ſhort 
he loving couple well bemir d; 
The horſe and both the riders tir'd: 
heir victuals bad, their lodging worſe; 
Phil cry*d, and John began to curſe: 


— 
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Phil wiſh, that ſhe had ſtrain'd a limb, 
When firſt ſhe ventur'd ont with him; 


John wiſh'd, that he had broke a "Hy 


When firſt for her he quitted Peg. 
But what adventures more befell em, 
The muſe hath now no time to tell em, 


How Johnny wheedled, threaten'd, fawn'd, 


Till Phyllis all her'trinkets pawn'd : 

How oft ſhe broke her macriage-vows 

In kindneſs to maintain her ſpouſe, - 

Till ſwains unwholeſome ſpoil'd the trade; 
For now the ſurgeons muſt be paid, 

To whom thoſe perquilites are gone, 

In Chriſtian juſtice due to John. 


When food and raiment now grew ſcarce, : 


Fate put a period to the farce, 
And with exact poetic juſtice; 
For John was landlord, Phyllis hoſteſs : 


They keep, at Staines, the old Blue Boar, 


Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore, 
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Written in the year 1723. 


zou Venus born, thy beauty ſhows; 
But who thy father, no man knows: 
or can the ſkilfül herald trace 
he founder of thy antient race: 
hether thy temper, füll of fire, 
ſcorers Vulcan for thy fire; 
he god who made Seamiander boil, 
nd round his margin ſing d the ſoil, 
om whence, philoſophers agree, 
n equal power deſcends to thee : 
hether from dreadful Mars you claim 
e high deſcent from whence you came; 
id, as a proof, ſhew num'rous ſcars 
fierce encounters made in wars, 
joſe honourable wounds you bore 
dm head to foot, and all before; 
ad ſtill the bloody field frequent, 
liar in each leader's tent: 
whether, as the learn'd contend, 
from the neighb'ring Gaul deſcend ; ; 
from Parthenope, the prond, 
ere numberleſs thy vot'ries croud: 
. . L 1 
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122 PETHOX THE GREAT; 


Whether thy great forefathers came 
From realms that bear Veſputio's name; 
For ſo conject'rers would obtrude, 

And from thy painted ſkin conclude:-: 
Whether, as Epicurus ſhows, | 
The world from juſtling ſeeds aroſe, 
Which, mingling with prolific ſtrife 
In chaos, kindled into life; 

So your production was the ſame, 

And from contending atoms came. 


Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 


Thy head with ſparkling rubies round: 
Beneath thy decent ſteps the road 
Is all with precious jewels ſtrow'd. 
The bird of Pallas knows his poſt, 
Thee to attend, where-e'er thou go'ſt. 
Byzantians boaſt, that on the clod 
Where once their Sultan's horſe hath trod, 
Grows neither graſs, nor ſhrub, nor tree: 
The ſame thy ſubjects boaſt of thee. 
The greateſt lord, when you appear, 
Will deign your livery to wear, 
In all the various colours ſeen 
Of red, and yellow, blue, and green. ; 


With half a word, when you e, UE 


The man of bus'neſs muſt retire. 
The haughty miniſter of ſtate. 


With trembling muſt thy leiſure wait; 137 1 


And, while his fate is in thy hands, 
The bus'neſs of the nation ſtands. pads 
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PETHOX THE GREAT. | 
Thou dar'ſt the greateſt prince attack, 
Canſt hourly ſet him on the rack, 
And, as an inſtance of thy pow'r, 
Incloſe him in a wooden 'tow'r, 
ith pungent pains on ev'ry ſide: | 
80 Regulus in torments dy d. 
From thee our youth all virtues learn, 
Dangers with prudence to diſcern ; 
and well thy ſcholars are endu'd 
With temp'rance, and with fortitude; 
Vith patience, which all ills ſupports; 
and ſecrecy, the art of courts. | 
The glitt'ring beau could hardly tell, 
Nithout your aid, to read or ſpell; 
ut, having long convers'd with you, 
nows how to write a billet-doux. 
With what delight, methinks, I trace 
our blood in ev'ry noble race! | 
whom thy features, ſhape, and micn 
re to the life diſtinctly ſeen. 
ne Britons, once a ſavage kind, 
y you were brighten'd and refin'd, 
cſcendents of the barb'rous Huns, 
ith limbs robuſt, and voice that ſtuns: 
t you have molded them afreſh, 
emov'd the tough ſuperfluous fleſh, 
aught them to modulate their tongues, 
nd ſpeak without the help of lungs. 
Proteus on you beſtow'd the boon 
o change your viſage like the moon. 
L 2. 
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You ſometimes half a face produce,; 
Keep t'other half for private uſe. 

| How fam'd thy conduct in the fight 

With Hermes, ſon of Pleias bright ! 

Out-number'd, half encompaſs'd round, 

You ſtrove for ev'ry inch of ground; 

Then, by a ſoldierly retreat, 


Retir'd to your imperial ſcat. 


The victor, when your ſteps he trac'd, 


Found all the realms before him waſte: 


You, o'er the high triumphal arch 
Pontific, made your glorious march; 
The wondrous arch hehind you fell, 
And left a chaſm profound as hell: 
You, in your capitol ſecur d, 

A ſiege as long as Troy endur'd. 
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As, when a lofty pile is rais d, | 
We never hear the workmen prais'd, 
ho bring the lime, or place the ſtones ;. | 
ut all admire Inigo Joness.':- os» 1 6 
o, if this pile of ſcatter'd IR 

hould be approv d in after times, 8 i; 
fit both pleaſes and endures, + 


Thou, Stella, wert no longer young, 
hen firſt for thee my harp I ſtrung, _ 
ithout one word of Cupid's darts, 
f killing eyes, or bleeding hearts: 
ith friendſhip and eſteem poſleſt, 
ne er admitted love a gueſt. 
In all the habitudes of life, 
e friend, the miſtreſs, and the wife, 
riety we ſtill purſue, 
pleaſure ſeek for ſomething new; 
elſe, comparing with the reſt, 
ke comfort, that our own is beſt; 
e beſt we value by the worſt, 
s tradeſmen ſhew their traſh at firſt 2); 
his purſuits are at an end, 
zom Stelia chuſes for a Friend. a 
L 3. 


he merit and the praiſe are yours. 


A poet ſtarving in a garret, 
Conning old topics like a parrot, 
Invokes his miſtreſs and his muſe, 
And ſtays at home for want of ſhoes: 
Should but his muſe, deſcending, drop 
A lice of bread, and mutton-chop ; 
Or kindly, when his credit's out, 
Surpriſe him with a pint of ſtout; 
Or patch his broken ſtocking- ſoals, 
Or ſend him in a peck of eoals; — 
Exalted in his mighty mind, h 
He flies, and leaves the ſtars behind; 
Counts all his labours amply paid, 
Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, ſhould a porter make inquiries 
For Chloe, Sylvia, Phyllis, Iris, 


Be told the lodging, lane, and ſign, 
The bow'rs that hold thoſe nymphs divine; 


Fair Chloe would perhaps be found 
With footmen tippling under ground; 
The charming Sylvia beating flax, 


Her ſhoulders mark'd with bloody tracks; 
Bright Phyllis mending ragged ſmocks ; 2 


And radiant Iris in the pox. - 
Theſe are the goddeſſes inroll'd 
In Curl's collection, new and old, 


Whoſe ſcoundrel fathers would not know 'em, 


If they ſhould meet them in a poem. 
True pocts can deprefs and raiſe, 
Are lords of infamy and praiſe; 
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They are not ſcurrilous in ſatire, 
Nor will in panegyric flatter. 
Unjuſtly poets we aſperſe; 1 
Truth ſhines the brighter clad in verſe; 
And all the fictions they purſue, 
Do but inſinuate what is true. 
Now, ſhould my praiſes owe their truth 
To beauty, dreſs, or paint, or youth, 
hat Stoics call without our pour, 
They could not be infur'd an hour : 
Twere grafting on an annual ſtock, 
hat muſt our expectation mock, 
and, making one luxuriant ſhoot, 
Die the next year for want of root: 
Before I could my verſes bring, 
perhaps you're quite another thing. 
So Maevius, when he drain'd his ſcull 
o celebrate ſome ſuburb-trull, 
is ſimilies in order ſet, 
And ev'ry crambo he could get; 
Had gone thro? all the common places 
orn out by: wits, who rhyme on faces: 
fore he could his poem cloſe, 
The lovely nymph had loſt her noſe. 
Your virtues ſafely I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend: 
et malice look with all her eyes, 
he dares not ſay the poet lies. 
Stella, when you theſe lines tranſcribe, 
eſt you ſhould take them for a bribe, 
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128 . O. 3 E LL A. 
Reſoly'd to mortify your pride, 
I'll here expoſe your weaker ſide. 

Your ſpirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov'd with the lighteſt touch of blame; 
And when a friend in kindneſs tries 
To ſhew you where your error lies, 
Conviction does but more incenſe; 
Perverſeneſs is your whole defence; 


Truth, judgment, wit, give place to ſpight, 


Regardleſs both of wrong and right; 
Your virtues all ſuſpended wait 

Till time hath open'd reaſon's gat, 
And, what is worſe, your paſſion bends _. 
Its force againſt your neareſt friends; 
Which manners, decency, and pride 


Have taught you from the world to hide: 
In vain; for ſee, your friend hath brought . 


To public light your only fault; 
And yet a fault we often find, 
Mix'd in a noble gen'rous mind; 
And may compare to Etna's fire, 
Which, tho' with trembling, all admire; 
The heat that makes the ſummit n. 
Enriching all the vales below. + | 
Thoſe who in warmer climes complain 
From Peoebus' rays they ſuffer pain, 
Muſt own, that pain is largely paid 
By gen'rous wines beneath a ſhade, 
Yet, when I find your paſſions riſe,. 

And anger ſparkling in your eyes, 
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| grieve thoſe ſpirits ſhould be ſpent, 


For nobler ends by nature meant. 


One paſſion with a diff rent turn 

Makes wit enflame, or anger burn, 

$0 the ſun's heat with diff rent pow'rs 
Ripens the grape, the liquor ſours. | 
Thus Ajax, when with rage poſſeſt 

By Pallas breath'd into his breaſt, 

His valour would no more employ, 


But, blinded by reſentment, ſeeks 

For vengeance on his friends, the Greeks. 
You think this turbulence of blood 

rom ſtagnating preſeryes the flood, 

hich thus fermenting, by degrees 

Exalts the ſpirits, ſinks the lees. 
Stella, for once you reaſon wrong; 
or, ſhould this ferment laſt too long, 

y time ſubſiding, you may find 

othing but acid left behind + 

rom paſſion you may then be freed, 

hen peeviſhneſs and ſpleen ſucceed. 

Say, Stella, when you copy next, 

Vill you keep ſtrictly to the text? 

Jare you let theſe reproaches ſtand, 

nd to your failing ſet your hand ? 

r, if theſe lines your anger fire, 

all they in baſer flames expire? 

hene'er they burn, if burn they muſt, 

hey ' Il prove my accuſation juſt, 


Which might alone have conquer'd Troy: ; 
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DR. 5 i 1 . r. 


On his birth- ey, Nor. 30. 1721, 


＋ Patrick's Dis? your country s prides 

My early and my only guide, 
Let me among the treſt attend. 15 
Your pupil and your humble * Ja 
To celebrate in female ſtrains 
The day that paid your mother's pains; 
Deſcend to take that tribute due 
In gratitude alone to you. oy 

When men began to call me fair, 
You interpos'd your timely _ 

You early taught me to deſpiſe 

'The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes; 

Shew'd where my judgment was miſplac' d; 
Refin'd my fancy and my taſte. 

Behold that beauty juſt decay d, 
Invoking art to nature's aid; $51 
Forſook by her admiring train, 

She ſpreads her tatter'd nets in vain; 
Short was her part upon the ſtage; 
Went ſmoothly on for half a page: 
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er bloom was gone, ſhe wanted art, 2 
i; the ſcene chang'd, to change her part: 
he, whom no lover could reſiſt, 
-fore the ſecond act was hiſs d. 
ach is the fate of female race 
ſith no endowments but a face; 
fore the thirti'th year of life, 
maid forlorn, or hated wife. 
Stella to you, her tutor, owes 
hat ſhe has ne'er reſembled thoſe; 
or was a burden to mankind 
ith half her courſe of years behind. 
u taught how I might youth prolong, 
knowing what was right and wrong ; 
dw from my heart to bring ſupplies 
luſtre to my fading eyes; 
dw ſoon a beauteous mind repairs 
loſs of chang'd or falling hairs; 
w wit and virtue from within 
d out a ſmoothneſs o'er the ſkin : 
lectures could my fancy fix, 
dI can pleaſe at thirty-ſix. 
e ſight. of Chloe at fifteen 9 
quetting, gives not me the ſpleen; | | 
idol now of every fool | 
time ſhall make their paſſions cool; 1 
n tumbling down time's ſteepy hill, 
ile Stella holds her ſtation ſtill, 
turn your precepts into laws, 
cem the women's ruin'd cauſe, 


Retrieve loſt empire to our ſex, 

That men may bow their rebel necks. 
Long be the day that gave you birth 

Sacred to friendſhip, wit, and mirth; 

Late dying may you caſt a ſhred 

Of your rich mantle o'er my head; 

To bear with dignity my ſorrow, 

One day alone, then die to-morrow. 
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Written in 1728. 


7 was a moſt unfriendly part 
In you, who ought to know my heart, 
o well acquainted with my zeal 
or all the female commonweal—— 
ow could it come into your mind 
o pitch on me, of all mankind, 
gainſt the ſex to write a ſatire, 
nd brand me for a woman-hater ? 
n me, who think them all fo fair, 
hey rival Venus to a hair; 
heir virtues never ceas'd to ſing, 
ce firſt I learn'd to tune a ſtring ? 
thinks I hear the ladies cry, . 
ill he his character bely ? | 
ſt never our misfortunes end? |! 
nd have we loſt our only friend ? 
„lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 
more let fall thoſe precious tears. 
Vol. I. | M $ 
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Sooner ſhall, &c. 

Here ſeveral verſes are onitted.] 
The hound be hunted by the hare, | 
'Than I turn rebel to the fair. 

*Twas you engag'd me firſt to write, 

Then gave the ſubje& out of ſpite; 
The journal of a modern dame 
Is by my promiſe what you claim. 
My word is paſt, I muſt ſubmit; 
And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
I but tranſcribe; for not a line 
Of all the ſatire ſhall be mine. 
Compell'd by you to tag in rhymes 
The common flanders of the times, 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours, 
And me my innocence ſecures. 
Unwilling muſe, begin thy lay, 
The annals of a female day. 

By nature turn'd to play the mke well, 
(As we ſhall ſhew you in the ſequel,) 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon, 
(Some authors ſay, not quite ſo ſoon,) 
Becauſe, tho” ſore againſt her will, 

She fat all night up at Quadrille. 

She ſtretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
And aſks if it be time to riſe; 

Of headach and the ſpleen complains; 
And then to cool her heated brains, 


Her night-gown and her ſlippers brought her, 


Takes a large dram of citron-water. 
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A'MODERN LADY. 135 
hen to her glaſs; and, Betty, pray Y | 
© Don't I look frightfully to-day ? _ 
But was it not confounded hard? 
Well, if I ever touch a card! 
Four mattadores, and loſe codilt 
© Depend upon't, I never will. 
But run to 'Tom, and bid him fix 
The ladies here to-night by fix.” 
adam, the goldſmith waits below; 
e ſays, his bus'neſs is to know 
[you'll redeem the ſilver cup 
le keeps in pawn ?—*© Why, ſhew him up.” 
our dreſſing-plate he'll be content 
o take, for int'reſt cent. per cent. 
lud, Madam, there's my Lady Spade 
lath ſent this letter by her maid. 
Well, I remember what ſhe won; 
And hath ſhe ſent ſo ſoon to dun ? 
Here, carry down thoſe ten piſtoles 
My huſband left to pay for coals: _ 
I thank my ſtars, they all are light; 
And I may have revenge to-night.” 
low, loit ring o'er her tea and cream, 
he enters on her uſual theme ; 
er laſt night's ill ſacceſs repeats, 
alls Lady Spade a hundred cheats: 
She ſlipt Spadillo in her breaſt, 
Then thought to turn it to a jeſt: 
There's Mrs Cut and ſhe combine, 
And to each other give the ſign.” 
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Thro' every game purſues her tale, 
Like hunters o'er their ev'ning-ale. 

Now to another ſcene give place: 
Enter the folks with ſilks and lace: 
Freſh matter for a world of chat, 
Right Indian this, right Mechlin that: 
Obſerve this pattern; there's a ſtuff; 

I can have cuſtomers enough. 

Dear Madam, you are grown ſo hard 
This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard: 
Madam, if there be truth in man, 

I never ſold fo cheap a fan. 

This bus'neſs of importance o'er, 
And Madam almoſt dreſs'd by four, 
The footman, in his uſual phraſe, 
Comes up with, Madam, dinner ſtays. 
She anſwers in her uſual ſtyle, 

The cook muſt keep it back a while: 
I never can have time to dreſs ; 

No woman breathing takes up leſs ; 
I'm hurried ſo, it makes me ſick; 


 T wiſh the dinner at Old Nick. 


At table now ſhe acts her part, 

Has all the dinner-cant by heart: 
thought we were to dine alone, 

«© My dear; for ſure, if I had known 

« This company would come to-day— 
gut really 'tis my ſpouſe's way; 

C He's ſo unkind, he never ſends 

% To tell when he invites his friends: 
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I wiſh ye may but have enough.” 
And while with all this paltry ſtuff. 
the ſits tormenting every gueſt, 
Nor gives her tongue one moment's reſt, 
I phraſes batter'd, ſtale, and nes 
Which modern ladies call polite; 
You ſee the booby huſband fit 
jn admiration at her wit! 
But let me now a while ſurvey 
Our Madam o' er her evening- tea; 
Surrounded with her noiſy clans 
of prudes, coquets, and harridansz - 
When, frighted at the clam'rous crew, 
\way the god of Silence flew, 
And fair Diſcretion left the place, 
and Modeſty with bluſhing face: 
Now enters overweening Pride, 
and Scandal ever gaping wide; 
Hypocriſy with frown ſevere, 
Scurrility with gibing air; 
Rude Laughter ſeeming like to burſt, | 
and Malice always judging worſt; 
\nd Vanity with pocket-glaſs, 
\nd Impudence with front of braſs; 
\nd ſtudy'd Affectation came, 1. 
ach limb and feature out of frame; yy 
hile Ignorance, with brain of lead, 
lew hov' ring o'er each female head. 
Why ſhould I aſk of thee, my muſe, 
\n hundred tongues, as poets uſe, 
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When, to give every dame her due, 
An hundred thouſand were too few? 
Or, how ſhould I, alas, relate 
The ſum of all their ſenſeleſs prate, 
Their innuendos, hints, and ſlanders, 
Their meanings lewd, and double entendres ? 
Now comes the general ſcandal-charge; 
What ſome invent, the reſt enlarge; 
And, Madam, if it be a lie, 
4 You have the tale as cheap as I: 
] muſt conceal my author's name; 
« But now tis known to common fame.“ 
Say, fooliſh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 
Are you on vices moſt ſevere, 
Wherein yourſelves have greateſt ſhare? 
Thus every fool herſelf deludes; 
The prudes condemn the abſent prudes: 
| Mopſa, who ſtinks her ſpouſe to death, 
| Accuſes Chloe's tainted breath ; 
Hircina, rank with ſweat, preſumes 
To cenſure Phyllis for perfumes; 
While crooked Cynthia ſneering ſays, 
That Florimel wears iron ſtays ; 
Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, | 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows, - 
And, full of indignation, frets, 
That women ſhould be ſuch coquets : 
Iris, for ſcandal moſt notorious, | 
© Cries, © Lord, the world is ſo cenſorious ! 
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And Rufa, with her combs of lead, 
Whiſpers that Sappho's hair is red: 


Aura, whoſe tongue you hear a mile hence, 


Talks half a day in praiſe of ſilence: 
And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 

Now voices over voices riſe, 

While each to be the loudeſt vies; 
They contradict, affirm, diſpute, 

No ſingle tongue one moment mute; 
All mad to ſpeak, and none to hearken, 
They ſet the very lap-dog barking; 
Their chatt'ring makes a louder din 
Than fiſhwives o'er a cup of'gin : 

Not ſchoolboys at a barring-out 

Rais'd ever ſuch inceſſant rout : 

he jumbling particles of matter 

In chaos made not ſuch a clatter; 

far leſs the rabble roar and rail, 

then drunk with ſour election- ale. 

Nor do they truſt their tongue alone, 
but ſpeak a language of their own; 
an read a nod, a ſhrug, a look, 
ar better than a printed book; 
onvey a libel in a frown, 
und wink a reputation down: 

Ir, by the toſſing of the fan, 

deſcribe the lady and the man. 

But ſee, the female club disbands, 
ach twenty viſits on her hands. 
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Now all alone poor Madam ſits 

In vapours and hyſteric fits: 

“ And was not Tom this morning ſent? 
ce I'd lay my life he never went: 

« Paſt fix, and not a living foul! 

© I might by this have won a vole,” 

A dreadful interval of ſpleen! 

How ſhall we paſs the time between 7 
Here, Betty, let me take my drops; 
« And feel my pulſe, I know it ſtops : 


© This head of mine, Lord, how-it ſwims? 


And ſuch a pain in all my limbs! ? 
Dear Madam, try to take a nap—. - 
But now they hear a footman's rap: 
& Go run, and light the ladies up: 
© It muſt be one before we ſup.” 
The table, cards, and counters ſet, 
And all the gameſter ladies met, 
Her ſpleen and fits recover'd quite, 
Our Madam can fit up all night; 
© Whoever comes, Pm not within.“ 
Quadrille's the word; and ſo begin. 
How can the muſe her aid impart, 
Unſkill Fin all the terms of art? 
Or in harmonious numbers.put 
The deal, the ſhuffle, and the cut? 
The ſuperſtitious whims. relate, 
That fill a female gameſter's pate? 
What agony of ſoul ſhe feels 
To ſee a knave's inverted heels? 
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A MODERN LADY: 
the draws up card by card'to find 

Good fortune peeping from behind; 

With panting heart, and earneſt eyes, 

In hope to ſee Spadillo riſe : 

In vain, alas! her hope is fed; 

the draws an ace, and ſees it red. 

In ready counters never pays, 

But pawns her ſnuff box, rings, and keys; 
Ever with ſome new fancy ſtruck, 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 

« This morning, when the parſon came, 

e ſaid I ſhould not win a game. 

© This odious chair, how came I ſtuck in't? 
« I think I never had good luck in't. | 
«I'm ſo uneaſy in my ſtays ; 

« Your fan a moment, if you pleaſe. 
Stand further, girl, or get you gone; 
© I always loſe when you look on.“ 

ord ! Madam, you have loſt Codill: 
never ſaw you play ſo ill. 

' Nay, Madam, give me leave to ſay- 
Twas you that threw the game away; 
When Lady Trickſey play'd a four, 
You took it with a mattadore; 

I ſaw you touch your wedding ring 

* Befbre my Lady call'd a king; 

Jou ſpoke a word began with H, 

And I know whom you meant to teach, 
* Becauſe you held the king of hearts; 

Fie, Madam, leave theſe little arts.“ 


Eu 
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That's not ſo bad as one that rubs 

Her chair to call the king of clubs, 

And makes her partner underſtand 
A mattadore is in her hand. | 

«© Madam, you have no cauſe to flounce, 
&« I ſwear I aw you thrice renounce.“ 
And truly, Madam, I know when 
Inſtead of five you ſcor'd me ten. 
Spadillo here has got a mark | 

A child may know it in the dark; 

I gueſs the hand; it ſeldom fails: 

I wiſh ſome folks would-pare their nails. 

While thus they rail, and ſcold, and ſtorm, 
It paſſes but for common form: 

And conſcious that they all ſpeak true, 
And give each other but their due, 

It never interrnpts the game, 

Or makes them ſenſible of ſhame. 

The time too precious now to waſte, 
And ſupper gobbled up in haſte, 
Again afreſh to cards they run, 

As if they had but juſt begun. 

Yet ſhall I not again repeat, 

How oft they ſquabble, ſnarl, and cheat. 
At laſt they hear the watchman knock, 
A froſty morn——pa{t four o'clock. 

The chairmen are not to be found, 
“Come, let us play the other round.“ 

Now, all in haſte they huddle on 
Their hoods and cloaks, and get them gone; 
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But firſt the winner muſt invite | 
The company to-morrow night. | 
Unlucky Madam, left in tears, 
(Who now againſt Quadrille forſwears,) 
With empty purſe and aching head, 
eels to her ſleeping ſpouſe to bed. 
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COUNTRY-LIFE. 


Part of a ſummer ſpent at the houſe of Grokor 


Rochrokr, Eſq; 
Written in the year 1723. 


HALIA, tell in ſober lays, 


How George, Nim, Dan, Dean paſs their days, 


Begin, my muſe. Firſt from our bow'rs 
We fally forth at diff rent hours; 

At ſeven the Dean, in night-gown dreſt, 
Goes round the houſe to wake the reſt; 
At nine, grave Nim and George facetious 
Go to the Dean to read Lucretius; 

At ten, my Lady comes and hectors, 
And kiſſes George, and ends our lectures; 
And when fhe has him by the neck faſt, 


Hawls him, and ſcolds us down to breakfaſt. 


We ſquander there an hour or more, 
And then all hands, boys, to the oar, 
All, heteroclite Dan except, 

Who neither time nor order kept, 
But, by peculiar whimſies drawn, 
Peeps in the ponds to look for ſpawn; 
O'erſees the work, or Dragon rows, 
Or mars a text, or mends his hoſe; 
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or but proceed we in our journal. ; 
At two, or after, we return all: 

from the four elements aſſembling, 

Warn'd by the bell, all folks come trembling: 

From airy garrets ſome defcend, 

dome from the lake's remoteſt end: 

My Lord and Dean the fire forſake, 

Dan leaves the earthly ſpade and rake : 

he loit'rers quake, no corner hides them, 

ind Lady Betty ſoundly chides them. 

ow water's brought, and dinner's done: * 
Fith church and king the Lady's gone; . 
Not reck'ning half an hour we paſs iff 
n talking o'er a mod'rate glaſs.) 8 
ban, growing drowſy, like a thief aa 
tcals off to doſe away his beef; | 
ind this muſt paſs for reading Hammond — | 
hile George and Dean go to backgammon, 2 
corge, Nim, and Dean ſet out at four, G 
ind then again, boys, to the oar. 

ut when the ſun goes to the deep, 

Not to diſturb bim in his ſleep, 

r make a rumbling o'er his head, 

lis candle out, and he a- bed,) 

ye watch his motions to a minute, 

Ind leave the flood, when he goes in it. 
low ſtinted in the ſhort*ning day, 

e go to pray'rs, and then to play, 

ill ſupper comes; and after that 

e lit an hour to drink and chat. 4 oct £200 
Vor, I, N 9 
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"Tis late—the old and younger pairs, | chews al 
By Adam lighted, walk up ſtairs. For canc 
'The weary Dean goes to his chamber; Was for 
And Nim and Dan to garret clamber, o brew 
So when the circle we have run, Tells eve 
The curtain falls, and all is done. now ſhe 

might have mention'd ſeveral facts, That ga 
Like epiſodes between the acts; ind hoy 
And tell who loſes and who wins, How Jov 
Who gets a cold, who breaks his ſhins ; e had 
How Dan caught nothing in his net, But n. 


And how the boat was overſet. 
For brevity I have retrench'd 
How in the lake the Dean was drench'd : 
It would be an exploit to brag on, 
How valiant George rode o'er the Dragon, 
How ſteady in the ſtorm he fat, 
| And ſav'd his oar, but loſt his hat: 
4 How Nim (no hunter e'cr could match him) 
Still brings us hares, when he can catch them: 
How ſkilfully Dan mends his nets; 
How fortune fails him when he ſets; 
| Or how the Dean delights to vex 
| = The ladies, or lampoon the ſex : 
Or how our neighbour lifts his noſe, 
To tell what every ſchoolboy knows; 
Then with his finger on his thumb; 
Explaining, ſtrikes oppoſers dumb: 
Or how his wife, that female pedant, 
But now there need no more be ſaid on't;) + 
1 
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THE COUNTRY LIFE, 47 
chews all her ſecrets of houſekeeping ; f | 


For candles how ſhe trucks her dripping; 1 
Was forc'd to ſend three miles for yeaſt, £3 

o brew her ale, and raiſe her paſte; \ 
Tells every thing that you can think of, ; 


ow ſhe cur'd Tommy of the chincough; 
Vhat gave her brats and pigs the meaſles, 
and how her doves were kill'd by weaſels; 
How Jowler howl'd, and what a fright 
he had with dreams the other night. 
But now, ſince J have gone ſo far on, 
word or two of Lord Chief Baron; 
and tell how little weight he ſets 
In all Whig papers, and gazettes; 
ut for the politics of Pue, 
hinks every ſyllable is true. 
ind ſince he owns the King of Sweden 
s dead at laſt, without evading, 
ow all his hopes are in the Czar : 
Why, Muſcovy is not ſo far: 
* Down the Black ſea, and up the Streights, 
And in a month he's at your gates; 
Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 
By Chriſtmas we ſhall ſee ſtrange things.“ 
hy ſhould I tell of ponds and drains, 
hat carps we met with for our pains; 
f ſparrows tam'd, and nuts innumerable 
0 choak the girls, and to conſume a rabble ? 
ut you, who are a ſcholar, know 
o tranſient all things are below, 
N 2 


anc a . ' 


How prone to change is human life! 
Laſt night arriv'd Clem. and his wife 


This grand event hath broke our meaſures; 


Their reign began with cruel ſeizures: 
The Dean muſt with his quilt ſupplxy 
The bed in which thoſe tyrants lie: 
Nim loſt his wig-block, Dan his jordan, 
(My Lady ſays, ſhe can't afford one;) 
George is half ſcar'd out of his wits, 
For Clem. gets all the dainty bits. 
Henceforth expect a diff rent ſurvey, .. 
This houſe will ſoon turn topſy-turvey : 
They talk of further alterations, 

Which cauſes many ſpeculations, 
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DR. SHERIDAN, 


Written in the year 1723. 


ELL, if ever I ſaw ſuch another man ſince my 
mother bound my head! | 
You a gentleman! marry come up, T wonder where 
you were bred. 
[am ſure ſuch words do not become a man of your 
cloth; | | 
| would not give ſuch lahguage to a dog, faith and 
troth. 
Yes, you call'd my maſtet a Knave: ſie, Mr. Sheridan! 
'tis a ſhame 
For a parſon, who ſhould hin better things, to come 
out with ſuch a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan! tis both a ſhame 
and a fin; 
And the Dean my maſter is an honeſter man than 
you and all your kin: 
He has more goodneſs in his little 3 than von 
have in your whole body; _ 
My maſter is a perſonable man, and not a fpindle- 
ſhank'd a 
N 3 
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And now, whereby I find yon would fain make an And 8⸗ 


excuſe, al 
Becauſe my maſter one day, i in anger, called you gooſe; MW Mary, 
Which, and I am ſure, I have been his ſervant four ſt 
years ſince October, | My ma 
And he never call'd me worſe than ſweet-heart, drunk ſc 
or ſober: I thoug] 
Not that I know his Reverence was ever concern'd to hi 
my knowledge, Saunder 
Tho' you and your come-rogues keep him out ſo late He wou 
in your wicked college. di 
Lou ſay you will eat graſs on his grave: a Chriſtian And no 
eat graſs ! le 
2 you now confeſs yourſelf to be a elk or an For I w. 
aſs : (h 
But that's as much as to ſay, that my maſter ſnoula Well, b 
dic before ye; m 
Well, well, that's as God pleaſes; and 1 don't belierdl And ſee 
that's a true ſtory : up 
And ſo fay I told you ſo, and you may 151 tell mW Whereol 
maſter; what care I? £4.77 WI 
And I don't care who knows it; tis all one to Ma And ſo! 
Every body knows, that I love to tell truth, and ſhame m. 
the devil. 
I am but a poor ſervant ; but I think gentltl 
ſhould be civil. 


Beſides, you found fault with our victuals one da 
that you was here; 

I remember it was on a Tueſday, of all days in 
year, 


ke tn 


gooſe; 
t four 


drunk 
n'd to 
ſo late 
riſtiar 
> Or al 
ſhoul 
belie 
ell my 


Mary 
| ſhame 


-lefolks 


ne da 


in the 


And Saunders the man ſays you are gy Jeſting 
and mocking: 

Mary, faid he, {one day as I was mending = ma- 
ſter's ſtocking,) ä 

My maſter is ſo fond of that miniſter 20 keeps the 
ſchool— 


thought my maſter a wiſe man, but that man Gangs 


him a fool. 

Saunders, ſaid I, I would rather than a quart of f ale 

He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin a 
diſhclout to his tail, 

And now I mult go, and get Saunders to direct this 
letter; 

For I write but a ſad ſcrawl; but my ſiſter e 
ſne writes better. - 

Well, but I muſt run and make the bed, ns _ 
maſter comes from prayers; 

And ſee now, it ſtrikes ten, and I hear him Pyr 
up ſtairs: 

Whereof I could PR more to your verſes, if 1 Wld 
write written hand: 

And ſo I remain, in a civil way, you ſervant to com- 

mand, ä 
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DR. SWIFT To Ms, POPE, £m? 


For, 
While he was writing the DUNCIAD. — 
Por has the talent well to ſpeak, Of oy 
But not to reach the ear ; 4 5 
His loudeſt voice is low and weak, * Ju 
The Dean too deaf to hear. ons 
A while they on each other look, 


Then different ſtudies chuſe; 
The Dean ſits plodding on a book, 
Pope walks, and courts the muſe. 


Now backs of letters, tho' deſign d 

For thoſe who more will need 'em, 

Are fill'd with hints, and interlin'd, 
Himſelf can hardly read em. 


Each atom by ſome other ſtruck, 
All turns and motions tries : 

Till in a lump together ſtuck, 
Behold a poem riſe ; | 


Yet to the Dean his ſhare allot ; 
He claims it by a canon; 

That without which a thing is not, 
Is cauſa ſine qua non. 


T0 Mr O. 
> E. Thus, Pope, in vain you boaſt your wit; 
* * For, had our deaf divine 
Been for your converſation fit, 
You had not writ a line. 


Of prelate thus for preaching fam'd 
The ſexton reaſon'd well; 

And juſtly half the merit claim'd, 
Becauſe he rang the bell. 


* a 1 


* 


„ . 


On the LIBELSs written againſt him. 


8 
—Tanti tibi non fit opaci 
Omnis arena Tagi. 


| Written in the year 1729. 


s ſome raw youth in country bred, ' 
To arms by thirſt of honour led, 

When at a ſkirmiſh firſt he hears 
The bullets whiſtling round his ears, 
Will duck his head aſide, will ſtart, 
And feel a trembling at hiMeart ; 
Till *ſcaping oft without a wound 
Leſſens the terror of the ſound; 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 
He runs into a cannon's chops : 
An author thus who pants for fame, 
Begins the world with fear and ſhame : 
When firſt in print you ſee him dread 
Each pop-gun levell'd at his head : 
The lead yon critic's quill contains, 
Is deſtin'd to beat out his brains. 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord, have mercy on my ſoul! 
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TO DR. DELANY, &e. 12535 
Concluding, that another ſhot 
Will ſtrike him dead upon the ſpot. FER 
5 But, when with ſquibbing, flaſhing, popping, 
He cannot ſee one creature. dropping; 
m. That, miſſing fire, or miſſing aim, * 
His life is ſafe, I mean his fame; 
The danger paſt, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a critic in the face. 
Tho'ꝰ ſplendor. gives the faireſt mark 
To poiſon'd arrows from the dark, 
Yet, in yourſelf when ſmoot b and round, 
They glance aſide without a wound. 
"Tis ſaid, the gods try'd all their art, 
How Pain they might from Pleaſure part; 
zut little could their ſtrength avail; 
Both ſtill are faſten'd by the tail. 
Thus Fame and Cenſure with a tether 
By fate are always link'd together. 
Why will you aim to be preferrd 
In wit before the common herd? 
And yet grow mortify'd and vex d 
To pay the penalty annex'd:? 
"Tis eminence makes envy riſe; - 
As faireſt fruits attract the flies. 
Should ſtupid libels grieve your mind, 
You ſoon a remedy may find; wa | 
Lie down obſcure like other folks 7 2 14 
Below the laſh of ſnarlers jokes. 27 b\ntjteb el 
Their faction is five a, i. ad ref 
For every coxcomb lends them rodds 
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And ſneers as learnedly as they ; 
Like females o'er their morning-tea, 
You ſay, the muſe will not contain, 


And write you muſt, or break a vein, 


Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
No longer my advice regard : 

But raiſe your fancy on the wing; 

The Iriſh ſenate's praiſes ſing ; 

How jealous of the nation's freedom, 


And for corruptions, how they weed 'em; 


How each the public good purſues, 
How far their hearts from private views; 
Make all true patriots up to ſhoe-boys 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue- boys; 
Thus grown a member of the club, 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft am I for rhyme to ſeek! 
To dreſs a thought, I toil a week : 
And then how thankful to the town, - 
If all my pains will earn a crown! 


Whilſt every critic-can devour 


My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ceaſe to write, 
The rogues mult die for want and ſpite 
Muſt die for want of food and raiment, 
If ſcandal did not find them payment. 
How chearfully the hawkers cry 

A fatire, and the gentry buy! 


While my hard-labour'd poem pines 


Unſold upon the printer's lines. 
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A genius in the rev rend gown | 
Muſt ever keep its owner down; 
Tis an unnatural conjunction, 
And ſpoils the credit of the function. 
Round all your brethren caſt your e 
Point out the ſureſt men to riſe; * 438 v4 5 
That club of candidates in black, „ tt 208] 
The leaſt deſerving of the pack, N e 7 
Aſpiring, factious, fierce, and lond, 
With grace and learning unendu'd, 
Can turn their hands to ev'ry job, 
The fitteſt tools to work for Bob; 
Will ſooner coin a thouſand lies, 
Than ſuffer men of parts to riſe; 
They croud about preferment's gate, 
And preſs you down with all their weight, 
For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians; 
do academic dull ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of wit freethinkers. 
Wit, as the ch'ef of virtue's friends, 
Diſdains to ferve ignoble ends. 8 | 
Obſerve what loads of ſtupid rhymes 
Oppreſs us in corrupted times: | 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Shew reaſon, grammar, truth, or ſenſe ? 
For tho' the mule delights in fiction, 
She ne'er inſpires againſt conviction. 
hen keep your virtue ſtill unmixt, 
\nd let not faction come betwixt: 
Vol. 1, 0 5 
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x58 TO DR. DELANY, ON THE 


By party ſteps no grandeur climb at, 


Tho! it would make you England's primate: 


Firſt learn the ſcience to be dull, 

You then may ſoon your conſcience lull; 
If not, however ſeated high, 

Your genius in your face will fly, 


When Jove was from his teeming head 


Of wit's fair goddeſs brought to bed, 

There follow'd at his lying-in 

For afterbirth a Sooterkin ; 

| Which, as the nurſe purſu'd to kill, 

Attain'd by flight the muſes hill, 

There in the ſoil began to root, 

And litter'd at Parnaſſus foot. 

From hence the critic vermin ſprung 

With harpy claws and pois'nous tongue, 

Who fatten on poetic ſcraps, | 

Too cunning to be caught in traps. 

Dame Nature, as the learned ſhow, 

Provides each animal its foe : 

Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 

Devours your geeſe, the wolf your flocks? 

Thus Envy pleads a nat'ral claim 

'To perſecute the muſes fame; 

On poets in all times abuſive, 

From Homer down to Pope incluſive. 
Yet what avails it to complain? 

You try to take rcrenge in vain. 

A rat your utmoſt rage defies, 

That ſafe behind the wainſcot lies: 
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LIBELS AGAINST HIM. 
day, did you ever know by ſight 
In cheeſe an individual mite ? 
Shew me the ſame numeric flea, 
That bit your neck but yeſterday z _ 
You then may boldly go in queſt 
To find the Grub-ſtreet poet's neſt ; 

What ſpunging-houſe in dread of jail 
Receives them, while they wait for bail; 
What alley they are neſtled in, 
o flouriſh o'er a cup of gin: 
ind the laſt garret where they lay, 
r cellar where they ſtarve to day. 
Suppoſe you had them all trepann'd, 
ich each a libel in his hand, 
bat puniſhment would you infli&t?. 
Ir call 'em rogues, or get 'em kickt? 
Theſe they have often try'd before; 
ou but oblige em ſo much more: 
hemſelves would be the firſt to tell, 
o make their traſh the better ſell. 
You have been libell'd Let us know, 
What fool officious told you ſo? 

ill you regard the hawker's cries, 
Who in his titles always lies? 

hate'er the noiſy ſcoundrel ſays, 

might be ſomething in your praiſe : 

nd praiſe beſtow'd on Grub-ſtreet rhymes 
ould vex one more a thouſand times. 
ill critics blame, and judges praiſe, 
he poet cannot claim his bays. 
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260 
On me, when dunces are fatiric, 
take it for a panegyric. 

Hated by fools, .and foals to hate, 
Be that my motto, and my fate. 


TO DR. DELANY, &c. 
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Samnia quae mentes Judunt volitantibus.umbris, &r. 


nos E dreams, that on the ſilent night intrude, 
And with falſe flitting ſhades our minds delude, 
Jove never ſends us downward from the ſkies ; 
Nor can they from infernal manſions riſe; 
But are all mere productions of the brain, 
And fools conſult interpreters in vain. 

For, when in bed we reſt our weary limbs, 
The mind unburthen'd ſports in various whims;. 
The buiy head with mimic art runs o'er 
The ſcenes and actions of the day before. 

The drouſy tyrant, by his minions led, 

To regal rage devotes ſome patriot's head. 
With equal terrors, not.with equal guilt, 
The murd'rer dreams of all the blood he fpilt. 

The ſoldier ſmiling hears the widows cries, , 
And ſtabs the ſon before the mother's eyes. 

With like remorſe his brother of the trade, 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade.. 

The ſtateſman rakes the town to find a plot, 
And dreams of forfeitures by treaion got. 

23 - 
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Nor leſs Tom-t—d-man, of true ſtateſman mold, 
Collects the city-filth in ſearch of gold. 
Orphans around his bed the lawyer ſees, 
And takes the plaintiff's and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purſe, watching for a job, 
Fancies his fingers in the cully's fob. g 
The kind phy ſician grants the huſband's pray'rs, 
Or gives relief to long- expecting heirs. 
The ſleeping hangman ties the fatal nooſe, 
Nor unſucceſsful waits for dead mens ſhoes. 
The grave divine with knotty points perplext, 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 
While the fly mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 
The hireling ſenator of modern days 
Bedaubs the guilty great with nauſeous praiſe : 
And Dick the ſcavenger with equal grace 
Flirts from his cart the mud in W—l—e's face. 
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Viſiting me in my fickneſs, October 1727. 


PALLAS, obſerving Stella's wit 

Was more than for her ſex was fit, 
And that her beauty, foon or late, 
Might breed confuſion in the ftate, 
In high concern for human-kind, 
Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 

But, (not in wranglings to engage 
With ſuch a ſtupid vicious age, ) 
If honour I would here define, 
It anſwers faith in things divine. 
As nat'ral life the body warms, 
And, ſcholars teach, the foul informs; 
So honour animates the whole, 
And is the ſpirit of the ſoul. - 

Thoſe num'rous virtues which the tribe 
Of tedious moraliſts deſcribe, 
And by ſuch various titles call, 
True honour comprehends them all. 
Let melancholy rule ſupreme, 
Choler preſide, or blood, or phlegm, 
It makes no diff rence in the caſe, 
Nor is complexion honour's place. 


TO ETEELA 
But, leſt we ſhould for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake; 
Or think it ſeated in a ſcar, 
Or on a proud triumphal car, 
Or in the payment of a debt 
We loſe with ſharpers at Picquet; 
Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps punctual to an aſſignation;̃ 
Or that on which his Lordſhip ſwears, 
When vulgar knaves would loſe their ears; 
Let Stella's fair example preach 
A leſſon ſhe alone can teach. 
In points of honour to be try'd, 
All paſſions muſt be laid aſide: 
Aſk no advice, but think alone; 
Suppoſe the queſtion not your own :- 
How ſhall I a&? is not the caſe; 
But how would Brutus in my place? 
In ſuch a caſe would Cato bleed ? 
And how would Socrates proceed? 
Drive all objections from your mind, 
Elſe you relapſe to human-kind; 
Ambition, avarice, and luſt, 
And factious rage, and breach of truſt, 
And flatt'ry tipt with nauſeous fleer, . 
And guilty ſhame, and ſervile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and, pride, 
Will in your tainted heart preſide. 
Heroes and heroines of old 
By honour only were inroll'd. 


Among 
To whi 
Ten th 
Are no 
The wc 
Ere Ste 
By hon. 
She (till 
What ii 
Againſt 
Baſe kir 
Eternal 
She 1 
Courage 
Can cov 
Which 1 
She wor 
In Flori 
For Stel 
At prop 
Nor call 
And ſwe 
Doll nes 
Or thro\ 
Becauſe | 
Or founc 
Her h 
Proceeds 
Which, 
Breaks li 


TOS TEFLL'A. 
Among their brethren in the ſkies, . 
To which (tho' late) ſhall Stella riſe. 
Ten thouſand oaths upon record 
Are not ſo ſacred as her word: 
The world ſhall in its atoms end, 
Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 
By honour ſeated in her breaſt 
She ſtill determines what is beſt : 
What indignation in her mind 
Againſt inſlavers of mankind! 
Baſe kings, and miniſters of ſtate, 
Eternal objects of her hate. 
She thinks that nature ne'er defign'd 
Courage to man alone confin'd : I 
Can cowardice her ſex adorn, 
Which moſt expoſes ours to ſeorn? 
She wonders where the charm appears 
In Florimel's affected fears; 
For Stella never learn'd the art 
At proper times to ſeream and ſtart; 
Nor calls up all the houſe at night, 
And ſwears ſhe ſaw a thing in white. 
Doll never flies to cut her lace, 
Or throw cold water in her face, 
Becauſe ſne heard a ſudden drum, 
Or found an earwig in a plum. 
Her hearers are amaz'd from whence 
Proceeds that fund of wit and ſenſe; 
Which, tho' her modeſty would ſhroud, 
Breaks like the ſun behind a cloud ; | 


166 TO S8 TE L I. X. 


While gracefulneſs its art conceals, 
And yet thro' every motion ſteals. 

Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind, 
And, forming you, miſtook your kind? 
No; 'twas for you alone he ſtole 
'The fire that forms a manly ſoul; 
Then, to compleat it ev'ry way, 

He moulded it with female clay: 

To that you owe the nobler flame, 
To this the beauty of your frame. 
How would Ingratitude delight, 
And how would Cenſure glut her ſpight, 
If I ſhould Stella's kindneſs hide 

In ſilence, or forget with pride? 
When on my ſickly couch I lay, 
Impatient both of night and day, 
Lamenting in unmanly ſtrains, 
Call'd ev'ry pow'r to eaſe my pains; 
Then Stella ran to my relief 

With chearful face, and inward grief; 
And, tho' by heav'n's ſevere decree 
She ſuffers hourly more than me, 

No cruel maſter could require. 

From ſlaves employ'd for daily hire, 
What Stella, by her friendſhip warn'd, 
With vigour and delight perform'd: 
My finking ſpirits now ſupplies 

With cordials in her hands and eyes; 
Now with a ſaft and ſilent tread 
Unheard ſhe moves about my bed. 
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1 TE Us 2x. 
I ſee her taſte each nauſeous draught, 
And ſo obligingly am caught: 
] bleſs the hand from whence they came, 
Nor dare diſtort my face for ſhame. 

Beſt pattern of true friends, beware: 
You pay too dearly for your care, 
If, while your tenderneſs ſecures 
My life, it muſt endanger yours; 
For ſuch a fool was never found, 
Who pull'd a palace to the ground, 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for an houſe decay d. 
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es by reading the following maxim in 
ROCHEFOUCAULT.. 
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Dans Þ adverſite de nos meiltewrs amis nous trouvons ton 
jours quelque choſe, qui ne nous deplaiſt pas. 


In the adverſity of our beſt fricnds we always fine 
ſomething that doth not diſpleaſe us. 


Written in Nov. 1 731. 


s Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true; 

"They argue no corrupted mind 
In him; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reſt 
Is thought too baſe for human breaſt : 
In all diſtreſſes of our friends 
«© We firſt conſult our private ends; 
«© While nature, kindly bent to eaſe us, 
Points out ſome circumſtance to pleaſe us.” 
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If this perhaps your'patience move, 
Let reaſon and experience prove. : 
We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals rais'd above our ſize. 
Who would not at a crouded ſhow 
stand high himſelf, keep ethers low? 
| love my friend as well as you: | 
But why ſhould he obſtruct my view? 
LM WThen let me have the higher poſt; 
Suppoſe it but an inch at moſt. 
| If in a battle you ſhould fiad _  : 
ons tonne, whom you love of all mankind 
Had ſome heroic action done, 
BA champion kill'd, os trophy won; 
Rather than thus be overtopt, 
Vould you not wiſh his laurels cropt? 
Dear honeſt Ned is in the gout, 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without: 
How patiently you hear him groan! 
ow glad, the caſe is not your ewn! 
What poet would not grieve to ſee 
is brother write as well as he ? 
ut, rather than they ſhould excel, 
Yould wiſh his rivals all in hell? 
Her end when emulation miſſes, 
ne turns to envy, ſtings, and hiſſes: 
he ſtrongeſt friendſhip yields to pride, 
'nleſs the odds be on our ſide. | 
Vain human-kind! fantaſtic race! 
7, hy varjous follics who can trace? 
Yor; II. P 8 
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tho VERSES ON THE 
Self love, ambition, erivy, pride, nate; fAaprere + 


Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and ſtation; 
*Tis all on me an uſurpation. {14 
1 have no tittle to aſpire; 

Yet, when you ſink, I ſeem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 

But with a ſigh I wiſh it mine 
When he can in one couplet fix 

More ſenſe than I can do in fix, 

It gives me fuch a jealous fit, 

I cry, Pox take him and his wit. 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 

In my own hum'rous biting way. 
Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 
Who dares to irony pretend. 
Which I was born to introduce, 
Refin'd at firſt, and ſhew'd its uſe. 

St. John, as well as Pultney, knows 
That I had ſome repute for proſe; 
And, till they drove me out of date; 
Could maul a miniſter of ſtate. 

If they have mortify*'d my pride, 
And made me throw my pen aſide ; 


- 


If with ſuch talents heav'n hath bleſs'd em, 


Have I not reaſon to deteſt *em ? 
To all my foes, dear Fortune, ſend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend: 
I tamely can endure the firſt ; 
But this with envy makes me burſt, 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 
Nh Thus much may ſerve by way of proem; 
proceed we therefore to our poem. 
The time is not remote, when I 
Muſt by the courſe of nature die ; 
When, I forſee, my ſpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends: 
And, tho' 'tis hardly underſtood, | 
Which way my death can do them good, 
Yet thus, methinks, Ehear'them ſpeak : 
Isee, how the Dean begins to break! 
Poor Gentleman, he drops apace ! 
You plainly find it in his face, 
That old vertigo in his head + 1 
Will never leave him, till he's dead. 
Beſides, his memory decays: - 
He recollects not what he ſays; 

e cannot call his friends to mind; 
Forgets the place where laſt he din'd; 
Plies you with ſtories o'er and o'er; 

He told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy, we can ſit 

o hear his out of-faſhion wit? 

But he takes up with younger folks, 

ho for his wine will bear his jokes. 
Faith he muſt make his ſtories ſhorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter: 
n half the time he talks them round ; 

here muſt another ſet be found. 

For poetry, he's paſt his prime; 
Ie takes an hour to find a rhyme: 
FA 
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Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and ſtation 

*Tis all on me an uſurpation. 7 

I have no tittle to aſpire; r 

Yet, when you ſink, I ſeem the higher, 

In Pope I cannot read a line, | 

But with a ſigh I wiſh it mine: 

When he can in one couplet fix 

More ſenſe than I can do in fix, 

It gives me ſuch a jealous fit, FEY 

I cry, Pox take him and his wit. 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 

In my own hum'rous biting way. © 

Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 

Who dares to irony pretend. 

Which ] was born to introduce, 

Refin'd at firſt, and ſhew'd its uſe. 

St. John, as well as Pultney, knows 

That I had ſome repute for proſe; 

And, till they drove me out of date; 

Could maul a miniſter of ſtate. 

If they have mortify'd my pride, 

And made me throw my pen aſide; 

If with ſuch talents heav'n hath bleſs'd em, 

Have I not reaſon to deteſt *em ? 
To all my foes, dear Fortune, ſend 

Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 

I tamely can endure the firſt ; 

But this with envy makes me burſt. 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 
11 T1 Thus much may ſerve by way of proem; 
proceed we therefore to our poem. 
The time is not remote, when I 
Muſt by the courſe of nature die; 
When, I forſee, my ſpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends: 
And, tho' 'tis hardly underſtood, | 
Which way my death can do them good, 
Yet thus, methinks, LEhear'them ſpeak : 
See, how the Dean begins to break! 
Poor Gentleman, he drops'apace! 
You plainly find it in his face. 
That old vertigo in his head 
Iwill never leave him, till he's dead. 
Beſides, his memory decays: 
He recollects not what he ſays; 
He cannot call his friends to mind ; 
Forgets the place where laſt he din'd; 
Plies you with ſtories o'er and o'er; 
e told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy, we can ſit 
o hear his out of-faſhion wit? 
But he takes up with younger folks, 
ho for his wine will bear his jokes. 
'Faith he muſt make his ſtories ſhorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter: 
n half the time he talks them round: 
here muſt another ſet be found. 
For poetry, he's paſt his prime; 
Hle takes an hour to find a rhyme: 
Pa 
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His fire is out, his wit decay d. 

His fancy ſunk, his muſe a jade. 

I'd have him throw away his pen 

But there's no talking to ſome men, 
And then their tenderneſs appears 

By adding largely to my years: | 

He's older than he would be reckon'd, 

And well remembers Charles the Second. 

He hardly drinks a pint of wine; 

And that, I doubt, is no good ſign. 

His ſtomach too begins to fail: 


Laſt year we thought him ſtrong and hate; 


But now he's quite another thing: 
I wiſh he may hold ont till ſpring.” 
They hug themſelves, and reaſon thus; N 
It is not yet ſo bad with us. | 
In ſuch a caſe they talk in tropes, 

And by their fears expreſs their hopes. 
dome great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend. 
With all the kindneſs they profeſs, 
The merit of a lucky guefs © 
(When daily how-d'ye's come of . 
And ſervants anſwer, © Worſe and worſe“) 
Would pleaſe them better, than to tell, 
That, God be prais d, the Dean is well. 
Then he who praphetfy'd the beſt, 
Approves his foreſight to the reſt: 
« You know I always fear'd the worſt, 
0 And often told you ſo at firſt. 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 

He'd rather chuſe that I ſhould die, 
Than his predictions prove a lie, 
Not one foretells I ſhall recover; 
But all agree to give me over. | 

Vet, ſhould ſome neighbour feel a pain 
Juſt in the parts where I complain; 
How many a meſſage would he ſend ? 
What hearty pray'rs that I ſhould mend ? 
Inquire what regimen I kept; 
What gave me eaſe, and how I ſlept ? 
And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the ſniv'lers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear; 
For tho' you may miſtake a year, 
Tho? your prognoſtics run too faſt, 
They muſt be verify'd at laſt. 
Behold the fatal day arrive ! 

How is the Dean? He's juſt alive. 
Now the departing pray'r is read; 
He hardly breathes— The Dean is dead. 

Before the paſſing-bell begun, 
The news thro? half the town is run. 
Oh! may we all for death prepare! 
What has he left ?- and who's his heir ? 
I know no more than what the news is; 
Tis all bequeath'd to public uſes. 
To public uſes! there's a whim ! 
What had the public done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 
He gave it al but firſt he dy'd. 

P ; 
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And had the Dean in all the nation 
No worthy friend, no poor relation 2 
So ready to do ſtrangers good, 
Forgetting his own fleſh and blood. 


Now Grubſtreet wits are all emplay'd; 


With elegies the town is cloy'd : 

Some paragraph in ev'ry paper | 

To curſe the Dean, or bleſs the Drapier. 

The doors, tender of their fame, 

Wiſely on me lay all the blame. 

We muſt confeſs his caſe was nice; 

But he would never take advice. 

Had he been rul'd, for ought appears, 

He might have liv'd theſe twenty years: 

For when we open'd him, we found, 

That all his vital parts were found. 

From Dublin ſoon to London ſpread, 

Tis told at court, the Dean is dead. 

And Lady Suffolk in the ſpleen 

Runs laughing up to tell! 

The *** fo gracious, mild, andgood, 

Crics, “ Is he gone! tis time be ſhould, 

„% He's dead, you ſay; * rot; 

« ]'m glad the medals. were forgot. 

4 J promis'd him, I own; but when? 

« J only was the * * then; 

« But now as conſort of the * * * 

4 You know 'tis quite another thing. 
Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee, 

Tells with a ſncer the tidings heavy: 
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DEATH OF, DR. SWIFT. 1978 
Why, if he dy'd without his ſhoes, A 
(Cries Bob,) I'm ſorry for the news: of 
Oh, were the wretch but living (till, 
And in his place my good friend Will! 
Or had a mitre on his head, 
Provided Bolingbroke were dead! * 
Now Curl his ſhop from rubbiſh drains: >: 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains ! 
And then, to make them paſs the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. 
He'll treat me as he does my betters, 
Publiſli my will, my life, my letters; 
Revive the libels born to die; 
Which Pope muſt bear, as well as I. 
Here ſhift the ſcene to repreſent 
How thoſe I love my death lament. | 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 5 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 
St. John himſelß will ſcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear, 5 
The reſt will give a ſnrug and cry, | 
& Pm ſorry— but we all muſt die!“ . 
Indiff*rence clad in wiſdom's guiſe 
All fortitude of mind ſupplies: | 
For how can ſtony bowels melt 
In thoſe who never pity felt! 

When we are laſh'd, they kiſs the rod, i ra 
Reſigning to the will of God. ot} novo 
The fools, my juniors by a year, . 
Are tortur'd with ſuſpenſe and fear: 
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Who wiſely thought my age a ſcreen, 
When death approach'd, to ſtand between: 


The ſcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling; 


They mourn for me without diſſembling. 
My female friends, whoſe tender hearts 

Have better learn'd to act their parts, 

Receive the news in doleful dumps: 

The Dean is dead (pray what is trumps 2) 

“ Then, Lord, have mercy on his ſoul ! 

& (Ladies, Fl venture for the vole.) 

c Six deans, they ſay, muſt bear the pall, 

& (I with I knew what king to call.) 

& Madam, your huſband will attend 

“ The fun'ral of ſo good a friend: 

&© No, Madam, tis a ſhocking ſight; 

% And he's engag'd to morrow night: 

& My Lady Club will take it ill, 


If he ſhould fail her at Quadrille. 


He lov'd the Dean— (fl lead a heart,) 
« But deareſt friends, they ſay, muſt part. 
« His time was come; he ran his race; 
«© We hope he's in a better place.“ 
Why do we grieve that friends ſhould die! 
No loſs more eaſy to ſupply. 
One year is paſt; a diff*rent ſcene! 
No farther mention of the Dean, 
Wha now, alas! is no more miſt, 
Than if he never did exiſt. 
Where's now the fav'rite of Apollo? 
Departed: and his works muſt follow, 
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Muſt undergo the common fate; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country ſquire to Lintot goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verſe and proſe, 
Says Lintot, “ I have heard the name; 
He dy'd a year ago.“ The ſame. 

He ſearches all the ſhop in vain. | 

« Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane: 
] ſent them with a load of books, 

«© Laſt Monday to the paſtry-cook's, 

© To fancy they could live a year! 

« I find you're but a ſtranger here. 

© The Dean was famous in his time, 

«© And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 

« His way of writing now is paſt: 

© The town has got a better taſte. 

<« ] keep no antiquated ftuff;. . ..:. .. 

«© But ſpick and ſpan I have enough. 

© Pray, do but give me leave to ſhew em: 
* Here's Colley Cibber's birth-day poem. 
© This ode you never yet have ſeen 

© By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 

© Then here's a letter finely penn'd 

© Againſt the Craftſman and his friend: 
© It clearly ſhews that all reflection 

© On miniſters is diſſaffection. 

© Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, 
«© And Mr Henley's laſt oration. | 


© The hawkers have not got them yet: 


% Your Honour pleaſe to have a ſet? 
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&« Here's Woolſton's tracts, the n. edition; 


© *Tis read by ev'ry politician : 
1 The country-members when in town, 
& To all their boroughs ſend them down; 
© You never met a thing ſo ſmart ; 
The courtiers have them all by heart: 
© Thoſe maids of honour who can read, 


« Are taught to uſe them for their creed. 


© The rev'rend author's good intention 
© Hath been rewarded with a penſion : 
& He doth an honour to his gown, 

« By bravely running prieſtcraſt down : 


* He ſhews, as ſure as Gop's in Glouc'fter, 


© hat. as a grand impoſtor; 

«© That all his miracles were cheats, 

«© Perform'd as jugglers do their feats: 

© The church had never ſuch a writer: 

« A ſhame he hath not got a mitre. 
Suppoſe: me dead; and then ſuppoſe 

A club afſembled at the roſe. 

Where, from diſcourſe of this and that, 

I grow the ſubject of their chat. 

And while they toſs my name about, 

With favour ſome, and ſome without; 

One quite indiff' rent in the cauſe, 

My character impartial draws. 
The Dean, if we believe report, 

Was never ill receiv'd at court. 

Altho' ironically grave, 

He ſham'd the fool, and laſh'd the knave: : 
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DEATH OF DR. SWEFT, 

To ſteal a hint was never known, 

But what he writ was all his own. 
« Sir, I have heard another ſtory; 

«© He was a molt confounded Tory. 

& And grew, or he is much bely'd, 

« Extremely dull, before he dy'd.“ 
Can we the Drapier then forget? 

Is not our nation in his debt? 

Twas he that writ the Drapier's letters. 
« He ſhould have left them for his betters ; 

© We had a hundred abler men, 

“Nor need depend upon his pen. — 

© Say what you will about his reading, 

“Jou never can defend his breeding, 

« Who in his ſatires, running riot, 

“Could never leave the world in quiet; 

« Attacking, when he took the whim, 

* Court, city, camp, —all one to him. 
«© But why would he, except he ſobber' d- 

6 Offend our patriot, great Sir Robert, 

«© Whoſe counſels aid the ſov*reign pow'r 

&« To ſave the nation ev'ry hour? 

© What ſcenes of evil he unravels 

% In ſatires, libelts, lying travels! 

% Not ſparing his own clergy-cloth, 5 

« But eats into it, like a mtb 
Perhaps I may allow, the Dean 

Had too much fatire in his vein, 

And ſeem'd determin'd not to ſtarve it, 


Becauſe no age could more deſerve it, ' 
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Yet malice never was his aim; 


He laſh'd the vice, hut ſpar'd the name. 


No individual could refent, 

Where thouſands equally were meant 
His fatire points at no defect, 

But what all mortals may correct; 
For he abhorr'd that ſenſeleſs tribe 
Who call it humour when they gibe: 
He ſpar d a hump, or crooked noſe, 
Whoſe owners ſet not up for beaux. 
True genuine dulneſs mov'd his pity, 
Unleſs it offered to be witty. 

Thoſe who their ignorance confeſt, 
He ne'er offended. with a jeſt; 


But laugh'd to hear an idiot quote 


A verſe from Horace learn'd by rote. 
Vice, if it e'er can be abafh'd, | 
Muſt be or #idicul'd, or la d. 

If you re/ept it, who's to blame ? 

He neither knew you, nor your name. 
Should vice expect to ſeape rebuke, 
Becauſe its owner is a duke? 

His friendſhips, ſtill to few confin'd, 
Were always of the middling kind; 


No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 
Who fain would paſs for lords indeed, 


Where titles give no right or power, 
And peerage is a wither'd flower. 

He would have deem'd it a diſgrace, 
It ſuch a wretch had known his face. 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 
On rural ſquires, that kingdom's bane, 
He vented oft his wrath in vain : 
—— Squires to market brought; 

Who ſell their ſouls and—for nought ; 
The go joyful back, 

To the church, their tenants rack, 
Go ſnacks with # # #.* # 

And keep the peace, to pick up fees: 
In every job to have a ſhare, x 

A jail or t—np—e to repair; 

And turn the———for public roads 
Commodious to their own abodes. 

He never thought an- honour done him, 
Becauſe a peer was proud to own him; 
Would rather ſlip aſide, and chuſe 
To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes; 

And ſcorn the tools with-ſtars and garters, 
So often ſeen careſſing Chartres. | 
He never caurted men in ſtation, 
Nor perſons held in admiration ; 
Of no man's greatneſs was afraid, 
Becauſe he ſought-for no man's aid. 
Tho' truſted long in great affairs, 
e gave himſelf no haughty airs : 
ithout regarding private ends, 
Spent all his credit for his friends : 
And only choſe the wiſe and good; 
No flatt'rers; no allies in blood; = 
ut ſuccour'd virtue in diſtreſs, 
nd ſeldom fail'd of good ſucceſs ;- 
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As numbers in their hearts muſt own, 
Who, but for him, had been unknown. 

He kept with princes due decorum; 

Yet never ſtood in awe before em. 

He follow'd David's leſſon juſt; 

In princes never put his truſt: 

And, would you make him truly four, 
Provoke him with a ſlave in power. 
The I—ſh ſ— te if you nam'd, 

With what impatience he declaim'd ! 
Fair L1BERTY was all his cry; 

For her he ſtood prepar'd to die; 

For her he boldly ſtood alone; 

For her he oft expos'd his own. 

Two kingdoms, juſt as faction led, 
Had ſet a price upon his head; 

But not a traitor could be found, 

To ſell him for ſix hundred pound. 

Had he but ſpar'd his tongue and pen, 
He might have roſe like other men: 
But power was never in his thought, 
And wealth he valu'd not a groat: 
Ingratitude he often found, 

And pity'd thoſe who meant the wound: 
But kept the tenor of his mind, 

To merit well of human kind: 

Nor made a ſacrifice of thoſe 

Who ſtill were true, to pleaſe his foes. 


He labour'd many a fruitleſs hour, 


To reconcile his friends in power; 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 18; 
Saw miſchief by a faction brewing, " 
While they purſu'd each other's ruin. 

But, finding vain was all his care, 
He left the court in mere deſpair. 
And, oh! how ſhort are human ſchemes! 
Here ended all our golden dreams. 
What St. John's ſkill in ſtate-affairs, 
What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares, 
To fave their ſinking country lent, 
Was all deſtroy'd by one event. 
Too ſoon that precious life was ended, 
Jon which alone our weal depended. 
When up a dangerous faction ſtarts, 
with wrath and vengeance in their hearts; 
BBy ſolemn league and cov'nant bound, 
To ruin, ſlaughter, and confound ; 
o turn religion to a fable, 
\nd make the government a Babel : 
Pervert the laws, diſgrace the gown, 
orrupt the ſ—te, rob the c —: 
o ſacrifice old E——&Q's glory, 

\nd make her infamous in ſtory. ' 

Vhen ſuch a tempeſt ſhook the land, 

ow could unguarded virtue ſtand ? 

With horror, grief, deſpair, the Dean 
held the dire deſtructive ſcene : 

is friends in exile, or the tower, 

imſelf within the frown of power; 

furſu'd by baſe invenom'd pens, 

ar to the land of ¶ and fens; 
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A ſervile race in folly nurs'd, 

Who truckle moſt, when treated worſt; 
By innocence and refolution, 

He bore continual perſecution; 

While numbers to preferment roſe, 

Whoſe merit was to be his foes. 

When ev'n his own familiar friends, 

Intent upon their private ends, 

Like renegadoes now he feels, 

Againſt him lifting up their heels. 
The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 

An infamous deſtructive cheat: 


Taught fools their intereſt how to know, 


And gave them arms to ward the blow. 

Envy hath own'd it was his doing, 

To ſave that hapleſs land from ruin; 

While they who at the ſteerage ſtood, 

And reap'd the profit, ſought his blood. 
To ſave them from their evil fate, 

In him was held a crime of ſtate. 

A wicked monſter on the bench, 

Whoſe fury blood conld never quench ; 

As vile and profligate a villain, 

As modern Scroggs, or old Treſſilian; 

Who long all juſtice had diſcarded; 

Nor fear'd he God, nor man regarded: 

Vow'd on the Dean his rage to vent, 

And make him of his zeal repent : 

But heav*n his innocence defends, 

The grateful people ſtand his friends; 
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Not ſtrains of law, nor judges frown, 
Nor topics brought to pleaſe the c 
Nor witneſs hir'd, nor jury pick'd, 
Prevail to bring him in convict. 

In exile, with a ſteady heart, 
He ſpent his life's declining part; 
Where folly, pride, and faction ſway, 
Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay. 

Alas, poor Dean ! his only ſcope 
© Was to be held a miſanthrope. 
This into gen'ral odium drew him, 
* Which if he lik*d, much good may't do him. 
* His zeal was not to lafh our crimes, 
ce But diſcontent againſt the times: 
te For had we made him timely offers 
«© To raiſe his poſt, or fill his coffers, 
© Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
“Like other brethren of his gown. 
For party he would ſcarce have bled :—- 
] ſay no more—becauſe he's dead. 
What writings has he left behind? 
I hear they're of a diff rent kind: 
A few in ver/e ; but moſt in proſe— 
“ Some high-flown pamphlets, I ſuppoſe :>— 
“All ſcribbled in the wor/t of times, 
&« To palliate his friend Oxford's crimes, 
% To praiſe Queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 
« As never fav'ring the pretender :— | 
& Or libels yet conceal'd from ſight, 
« Apainſt the court to ſhew his /pight : 


« Perhaps his travels, part the third ; 

% A lie at ev'ry ſecond word 5 
«© Offenſive to a loyal ear :— 

«© But—not one ſermon, you may ſwear, — 
He knew an hundred pleaſing ſtories, 
With all the turns of Whigs and Tories : 
Was chearful to his dying day, 

And friends would let him have his way. 
As for his works in verſe or proſe, 

I own myſelf no judge of thoſe. 

Nor can I tell what critics thought em; 
But this I know, all people bought 'em, 
As with a moral view deſign'd, 

To pleaſe and to reform mankind : 

And, if he often miſs'd his aim, 

The world muſt own it, to their ſhame, 
The praiſe is his, and theirs the blame. 
He gave the little wealth he had | 
To build a houſe for fools and mad; 

To ſhew, by one ſatiric touch, 

No nation wanted it ſo much. 

That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 

I wiſh it ſoon may have a better. 

And, ſince you dread no farther laſhes, 
Methinks you may forgive bis afves. 
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o T'H 2 
EARL OF PET ERBOROW, 


Who commanded the Britiſh forces in Spain. 
Written in the year 1706. 


Moexpaxro fills the trump of fame, 
The Chriſtian world his deeds proclaim, 
And prints are crouded with his name. 


In journies he outrides the poſt, 
Sits up till midnight with his hoſt, | 
Talks politics, and gives the toaſt,  — 


_ Knows ev'ry prince in Europe's face, | 8 
Flies like a ſquib from place to place, NOT | 
And travels not, but runs a race. © 


From Paris gazette A-la-main, 
This day arriv'd, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 


A meſſenger.comes all a-reck 
Mordanto at Madrid to ſeek ; 
He left the town above a week. 


Next day the poſtboy winds his horn, 
And rides thro' Dover in the morn : 
Mordanto's landed from Leghorn, 
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Mordanto gallops on alone, ; 

The roads are with his foll'wers ſtrown, 

This breaks a girth, and that a bone; 


His body active as his mind, 
- Returning ſound in limb and wind, 
Except ſome leather loſt behind. 


A ſkeleton in outward figure, "ol 
His meagre corpſe, tho? full of vigonr, i 
Would halt n him, were it bigger. l 


So wonderful 118 expedition, 
When you have not the leaſt ſuſpicion, 
He's with you like an apparition. 


Shines in all Himates like a ſtar; 


In ſenates bold, and fierce in war ; A 3 | 
A land commander, and a tar: | 2 
Heroic actions early bred in, 5 
- Ne'er to be match'd' in modern reading, 
But by his 1 Charles of Sweden. ; 
TUE END QF THE FIRST VOLUME. 


